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There are lots of ways Yuletide pleasures lead to holiday 
headaches and upset stomachs. Sometimes the turkey does it 
to you. Sometimes the turkey and the holiday parties 
do it to you. 

And sometimes you just do it to yourself. With 
the turkey, the trimmings, the eggnog and more 
eggnog. And before you know it, 
seasonal stuffing leads 
to seasonal suffering. 

But with our little 
Yuletide treasure, you'll 
be ready, Alka-Seltzer” 
speeds relief to your 
aching head and upset 
stomach. So plop plop, 
fizz fizz, ho ho ho! 


ALKA-SELTZER® 
Oh, what a relief it is! 


Read and follow la irections. 
BAK © 1978 Miles Laboratories, Inc. 


Ll 


DR. PETER BREGGIN HARRY MINETREE 


HOUSECALL 


The black man's struggle for freedom in Africa has been long and 
brutal, but the guerrilla war that is currently being waged in 
Rhodesia against the white-minority government is the bloodiest, 
most atrocity-ridden conflict in the world. In “The Last Days of 
Rhodesia” (page 50) Harry Minetree, a veteran journalist and an 
expert on Africa, reports on a war that has turned the country intoa 
“moral black hole.” Minetree interviewed many of the leaders on 
both sides of this struggle—including white Prime Minister lan 
Smith, who broke with the British Empire in 1965, when Great 
Britain demanded majority (that is, black) rule in Rhodesia. Mine- 
tree writes that Smith's government, along with that of South Africa, 
is the last remaining bastion of white supremacy and will collapse 
between Christmas and the end of January. ‘And the black state of 
Zimbabwe will rise. It may be by ballot, it could come as a direct 
handover, but more than likely it will be from the barrel of a Russian 
AK-47." 

After interviewing natives, mercenaries, white citizens, and var- 
ious political observers, Minetree forecasts that a bloody civil war 
between the rebel forces of Joshua Nkomo, founder of Rhodesia's 
first black-nationalist movement, and those of his chief rival, 
Robert Mugabe, will follow the overthrow of Smith. Nkomo, whom 
Minetree considers to be “perhaps the only leader who will be able 
to fashion a viable society from the ruins of Rhodesia,” is the 
subject of an exclusive Penthouse interview (page 58) conducted 
by Minetree in London and at rebel strongholds in Zambia. “| 
cannot characterize myself politically,” Nkomo tells Penthouse. “| 
am just a freedom fighter. | have not reached the stage of being a 
politician, though, possibly, | might soon have to be one." 

In “The Psychiatric Holocaust” (page 80), Dr. Peter Roger Breg- 
gin, a Harvard-trained psychiatrist, describes the little-known role 
of German psychiatrists in developing Adolf Hitler's extermination 
programs. Breggin, who is now in private practice in Bethesda, 
Md., and was previously with the National Institute of Health, was 
“astonished and shocked" when he realized that “without the 
support of English and American psychiatry, the extermination 
program would never have gotten off the ground." Breggin docu- 
ments how German psychiatrists were carrying out mass 
murders—under the guise of “mercy killings"—before the creation 
of Hitler's death factories. Horrible to tell, American money helped 
promote the policy of murder and sterilization for reasons of “racial 
hygiene.” Ernst Rudin, who became the chief architect of Hitler's 
racist legislation, was given a huge grant from the Rockefeller 
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Foundation, which, as. Breggin explains, “saved Rudin's work 
Rudin went on to boast in 1940 that “not only at home but abroad as 
well, voices are heard which congratulate the German Reich 

Other abuses of power are sometimes less pernicious, but they 
are equally inherent in the system that spawns them. Dress Gray, a 
remarkable first novel by Lucian K. Truscott IV, an investigative 
reporter for the New York Times, the Village Voice, Rolling Stone 
and other publications, deals with such abuses. Truscott is a West 
Point graduate, as were his father, grandfather, and great- 
grandfather before him. The novel, the setting of which is his old 
alma mater, concerns the solving of a young cadet's murder. “It's a 
book about power and sex,” Truscott tells us, “especially about 
how the knowledge of power is passed from men to boys.” This 
timely subject has met with an astonishing response, including 
prepublication earnings of $1.4 million in paperback and film 
sales 

In alighter vein, Jaime Mardis, who is also a West Point graduate 
and the author of the highly acclaimed book Memos of a West Point 
Cadet (McKay), documents the compulsive sexcapades of the 
newly oil-rich Arab princes. who cheerfully avail themselves of all 
the sex that money can buy. Apparently, as long as it’s for sale, 
almost anyone—including young boys, pubescent virgin girls 
and top European models—is game. After all, how many pretty 
young things can say no to men who hand out Cartier watches, fur 
coats, and other assorted baubles as party favors? (One lucky girl 
earned $10,000 simply keeping quiet about one Arab suitor who 
couldn't get it up!) It seems that all the pleasure capitals of Europe 
have become enormous bordellos. Wide-eyed reporter Mardis, 
beset with rampant lust and blatant envy, tells all in “Sex and the 
Liberated Arab” (page 74) 

Among the more liberated movie stars, sex has always been 
prolific offscreen as well as on, although the gossipy tidbits in 
“Love and Hisses"” suggest that the sporting stars of yesteryear 
were more elaborate, not to mention dramatic, in their tastes and 
Practices than the stars of today, This pictorial excerpt (page 133) 
is from Penny Stallings's forthcoming book Flesh and Fantasy, to 
be published by St. Martin's Press 

It's pleasant to lose yourself in such nostalgia occasionally, but 
you can't turn back the clock. And who would want to, when you 
can celebrate a new year with our free, detachable, sixteen-page 
Pet-of-the-Year Poster in this issue? It features the statuesque 
Dominique Mauré, whose regal presence will perk up your expec- 
tations of things to come. As for our Pet of the Month, Dusty 
Jackson, and her equally irresistible companions, we hope that 
they'll inspire you to break a few New Year's resolutions before 
you've even made them! O+—q 
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Give the holiday gift everybody wants— 
Seagram's 7 Crown. Only Seagram’s 7 has the 
unmatched quality that makes everyone’s 
favorite drinks taste better. No wonder it’s 
America’s most given gift. And remember 
to enjoy our quality in moderation. 


Seagram's 7 Crown 


Where quality drinks begin. 
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in which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations. and its areas of interest 

Letters for publication should carry name and address (in capitals please), though these will be withheld by the Editor on 

request. Send to Penthouse Forum, Penthouse International Ltd., 909 Third Avenue, New York, NY. 10022. Views published 
are not necessarily endorsed editorially. 


Dominus delirium 

| suppose that when your readers finish 
reading my story they will think there is 
something wrong with me, but that doesn't 
worry me, because | love everything my 
lover and | do. To me, being dominated 
completely by a male has been an instinct 
that’s been in the female makeup for 
thousands of years, and much as we may 
try, we can't completely do away with that 
instinct, even with a few years of women's 
liberation 

| am dominated completely and abso- 
lutely by my male. In fact, I'm his slave in 
every way. He uses my naked body in any 
way that gives him satisfaction, but at the 
same time he gives me a pleasure and a 
Satisfaction that I've never known before in 
twenty years of continuous fucking. | am 
getting what ! want. what | need. and what | 
enjoy. It's my whole life 

I'm a widow of forty—still attractive, with 
a really good slim figure and full boobs. | 
was born in a worker's cottage on a large 
sheep farm where my father was a 
shepherd and which | now own, My mother 
ran away with another man when | was 
about ten, and my father was kind but al- 
ways was a real disciplinarian in his deter- 
mination to put “an ingrained moral sense” 
into me so that | wouldn't become a slut like 
my mother. 

His idea of discipline consisted of giving 
me a beating at least once a week. It was 
usually quite a ceremony. Before bed every 
Saturday night. | was made to go put on my 
nightdress, always with nothing on under- 
neath, Then | would stand in front of him 
and pull my nightdress up, not just to my 
waist but right up under my chin. Then | had 
to lie across his knee, and with a little ap- 
peal for God's help, he would beat my bare 
bottom with a slipper. 

When | was still young, | used to yell and 
cry, but even then the beating didn't seem 
to hurt me as much as my father thought 
By the time | was fifteen, the ritual was 
becoming sexual with me. and although | 
still yelled, | moaned more. because as he 
beat me, | wriggled and worked on his leg 
To tell the truth | was making myself 
come—often as many as three times, with 
gigantic orgasms thal nearly threw me off 
his knee 

| now know that it had become sexual 
with him also, and although he never said a 
word, | could feel his rock-hard cock up 
against my belly as | lay across his knee 
and often | could get the thing against my 
cunt as | worked off. Although he never 
spoke, by his breathing | could tell the 


pleasure he got from flogging my naked 
body. !n fact, | often would hear him moan 
and his cock and body jerk, and | knew that 
he had come also. 

As | matured, my breasts grew big and 
my nipples large and | had a very thick 
bush of hair around my cunt. When | stood 
ready for my beating, with my nightdress 
pulled up above my full breasts, | noticed 
that it took my father longer to get his slip- 
per and sit down, and he stared at my 
nearly naked body all the time. About this 
time he also decided that the slipper was 
not doing the job properly, and he changed 
lo a razor strap and made me strip naked 
for the beating. This remained the rule from 
then on 

He really flogged me with the strap, and 
the pain really caused me to come and 
come until it seemed as if | were having one 
continuous orgasm. Never during all those 
years did he ever take out his cock or touch 
me with it uncovered, However. as he beat 
me, he always held one of my tits—with a 
tight grip supposedly to stop me from slip- 
ping off his knee 

That was all many years ago, of course 
In time | married a very wonderful man, who 
was older than |. We were married for many 
years. And though he sometimes playfully 
spanked me on the bottom, he never gave 
me a real flogging. which is what | craved 
and longed for. He died about three years 
ago. leaving me a fairly wealthy widow 
However, because | was wealthy and was 
somewhat of a socialite in a bluenose farm- 
ing community, | could not have much of a 
sex life until now. 

It started a month ago, when | needed a 
man to help me around the farm and rang 
the labor department. The next day | went 
to answer the door, and the new worker was 
there. What a surprise! He was young, big 
and very, very good-looking. He was a 
twenty-two-year-old Australian on a work- 
ing holiday, and a month’s work was just 
what he wanted. After several days | still 
couldn't get over the hots | had for him 
Through the window. | would watch him 
working around the place and my cunt 
would get burning hot, open, and soaking 
wet for hours. | was determined, come what 
may, to get him right up inside it 

The following day | asked him in for morn- 
ing tea. When he arrived. I'd bathed and 
was wearing a thin. almost see-through 
robe, loosely tied. | was naked underneath 
While protesting that he was early and that 
he'd caught me unprepared, | sat him 
down at the table. | made sure that my 
gown fell open at the bottom, and | allowed 


New National Smoker Study: 
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Toughest 

Critics. 


‘Enriched Flavor’tobacco proved satisfying 
even to high tar smokers in latest research. 


What do smokers of high tar cigarettes —the toughest This ability to satisfy over long periods of time 
taste critics of low tar smoking—have to say about could be the most important evidence to date that 
low tar MERIT? MERIT is the first real taste alternative for 


Read what they thought ina new, nationwide research 
effort: 

Confirmed: Majority of high tar smokers rate 
MERIT taste equal to—or better than—leading 
high tar cigarettes tested! Cigarettes having up to 
twice the tar. 

Confirmed: Majority of high tar smokers 
confirm taste satisfaction of low tar MERIT. 
And current MERIT smokers reported: 

Confirmed: 85% of MERIT smokers say it 
was an “easy switch” from high tar brands 

Confirmed: Overwhelming majority of 
MERIT smokers say their former high tar 
brands weren't missed! 7, 

Confirmed: 9 out of 10 MERIT smokers not 


considering other brands. 


high tar smokers. 
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If you're thinking of seeing 
the U.S.A. in a Chevrolet, 
think again 


@ If you're driven to driv- 


ing coast to coast in a Datsun, 
hit the brakes 
Fact is, no other car in Amer- 


ica can go from New York to 


L.A. on as little fuel as our 
Rabbit Diesel. 
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estimates, a 1979 Rabbit 


Diesel gets an incredible 50 
mpg onthe highway and 40 
mpg in the city. (This mileage 
may vary depending on how 
and where you drive, optional 
equipmentand your car’s 
condition.) 

Aside from giving you more 
miles per gallon, a Rabbit Diesel 
gives you more gallons per dol- 
lar, because diesel fuel gener 


A Rabbit Diesel also 
never needs a conven- VO AGEN 
tional tune-up, because 
there's hardly a thing to tune » 
No spark plugs, no points, not 


even a carburetor. 

All this, plus more room for 
people and luggage than 35 
other cars you can buy. 

Who could ask for more? 

And who but Volkswagen 
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him to get a full view of my legs, which are 
long and nice. In fact, judging from his 
sudden gasp of breath, I'd say that he must 
have gotten a glimpse of my cunt 

As | leaned over with his cup of tea, my 
gown came open at the top and he stared 
straight down, my big tits just inches from 
his eyes. “My God, they are lovelier than my 
fantasy,” he said. "Would you like to see 
them all?” | answered. Then | pulled my 
gown wide open without waiting and let 
them swing out and shook them in front of 
his face 

“Last night, | dreamed you were my slave 


and | milked them,” 


e said. “Do them, 


then,” | said. A burning thrill ran through my 


body as he took a breast in each hand and 
held it tight. Pulling on them both, he al- 


couldn't help myself. “Harder!” | gasped 
“Harder!” That was all he wanted. The next 
lash landed, and it felt as if my flesh had 
split open. As he hit me with lash after lash, 
| screamed and jerked and then my body 
seemed to explode as | had one of the most 
body-shattering orgasms I'd ever had, | 
came again, and then he stopped, My bot- 
tom was just burning, and my insides were 
aching. 

Then | felt his hands grasp my legs, and 
he turned me over and pulled me to the 
edge of the bed. He pulled my legs wide 
apart and put them over his shoulders. | 
knew that my cunt was big, soaking wet, 
and open, but even so | was afraid that | 
couldn't take all of that huge cock inside 
me. His fingers took the slippery lips of my 


thick cord and a short stick and told me to 
cut the cord into eight lengths of three feet 
each and tie the lengths together. knotting 
one end to the handle. It dawned on me that 
| was making a whip for my own body. From 
then on, as he followed me around the 
house naked, every time | bent over, | felt 
the slash of the whip across my back or 
buttocks 

At any moment | would feel his fingers 
deep inside my cunt. Then, with his other 
hand underneath, holding my tit, he would 
work me off until | came. Other times my 


legs would be pus 
and mouth would 


hed apart and his lips 
bring me off. Several 


times a day the instrument would be his 
cock, and he would fuck the insides out of 
me. Other times he would thrash my bot- 


lowed them to slip 
through his hands 
several times. Then he 
took each big, hard 
nipple in his fingers 
and began to pull 
each one alternately, 
stretching it as long 
and hard as he could 
He carried on for 
one-quarter of an hour 
until lwas nearly crazy 


with desire. | could 
hardly believe it, but 
without his touching 
me anywhere else, | 
had two shattering or- 
gasms. 

He stopped at last 
and said, “Come, 
slave, you haven't 
givenme enough milk, 
A strapping of your 


THE CHINON 
35F-EE. IT LIGHTS 
UP YOUR LIFE. = 
AUTOMATICALLY. © 
With FLASHY you get & 
perfect color photos 24 
hours a day. FLASHY has 


a built-in strobe and is 
electronically automatic. 
Inexpensive, ultra easy to! 
use. FLASHY. The Chinon 

35F-EE with 4-element 
38mm /2.8 glass lens. 


naked bum might 
make you give more 
next time.” My heart 
raced with excite- 
ment. How had he 
known that this was 
that | craved? 

In the bedroom he 
made me strip naked, 
and as | stood there, 
he put two pillows on 
the bed. Then he 
started to strip. When 
he was naked, | 


Package includes carrying 
strap, case and instruction book. 
Light up your life with this super 
35mm camera. Chinon Corporation of 
America, Inc., 43 Fadem Road, Springfield, 
New Jersey 07081 (201) 376-9260 


tom, and he fucked 
me almost to uncon- 
sciousness every 
night. | must have 
come thirty or forty 
times every day, and 
even though | was just 
a wel, hol sex object, | 
had never been so 
happy and satisfied 
before in my life. He 
has left now for a few 
months, but he says 
that he'll be back, and 
| believe him. When he 
does, |'ll be his com- 
plete slave again, to 
flog or to fuck as he 
will. To hell with what 
other women think or 
say!—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


Cousin's cuisine! 

| am a twenty-one- 
year-old male in my 
last year of college 
Last summer several 
members of my family 
decided to goon ava- 
cation, and | was for- 
tunate enough to be 
included, We planned 
to be gone for almost 
{wo weeks, during 
which time we would 
visit the Rockies and 


couldn't believe my eyes. | had seen a lot of 
hard cocks, but none as huge or so beauti- 
fully shaped as this. It was gigantic, rock 
hard and jerking, with clear juice dripping 
out of the delicately rounded, circumcised 
cap. It was more glorious than an Arabian 
minaret. “Kneel on the pillows,” he com- 
manded. “Keep your knees wide apart and 
your head down on the bed.” As | did what 
he said, | saw him pull his leather belt out of 
his trousers. Then suddenly | felt his fingers 
all over my wet cunt and then several deep 
inside. My pussy quivered as if it were the 
first ttemors of an earthquake. 

| heard him move back as he withdrew 
his fingers, and | trembled with pleasure as 
| waited for the belt, | heard a swish, and 
then it slashed across my naked bottom. | 
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cunt and pulled them wide apart. Then | felt 
that huge glans just inside. He grabbed the 
flesh of my hips and lifted me. | felt his 
muscles tense; then, with all his strength, 
he drove the whole length of his long, white 
desire up inside me. Then he gave me the 
hardest and wildest fuck | had ever had. | 
didn't know where | was or what | was doing 
as | jerked and twisted to every long, driv- 
ing thrust. | just seemed to be torn apart, 
and | had countless orgasms 

After what seemed like hours of moaning 
and screaming, he burst inside of me, fill- 
ing me with an endless stream of his juice 

For two or three days he stayed in the 
house, keeping me stark naked all the time. 
He went out only once a day to check the 
livestock. On the first day he bought some 


several national parks. My nineteen-year- 
old cousin was asked along, and she de- 
cided to accept the invitation. She lives in a 
small town near us, in another state. We 
thought that it would be fun for her to join us. 

We'd been gone for several days and 
were enjoying ourselves immensely. Con- 
versations between my cousin and me 
turned lightly to sex and occasionally to our 
adventures. One particular day we were 
staying in a small motel in the mountains. 
We had had a full day, and we were all tired 
Since there was no phone in our room, ev- 
eryone except my cousin and me decided 
to look for a phone to call back home 

The television was on, and my cousin 
was lying on a bed, watching it and looking 
very tired. | offered to give her amassage to 


‘Tis a great place to hide one for “the C.C. Season// we 
thought as we flew north. So we left our case of holiday cheer 
on the polar ice cap at 84°50'5"N, 63°55/2"W on April 25, 1978. 
(Why April? Because we want to be home for the holidays, too.) 

To find it, hire a ski-equipped plane and head north 
from Resolute Bay in the Canadian Arctic. Remember, though, 
polar ice moves. So don’t be disappointed if the C.C. has 
disappeared by the time you reach our coordinates. 

There’s an easier way to get your holiday supply of C.C. 
Just make a list of everyone you want to remember with gifts 
of Canadian Club. Then head for the nearest store displaying 
our handsome gift-wrapped package and say, “C.C., please.” 
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ease her tension. My mind began to wan- 
der over the experiences of the past few 
days and to recollections of the attire my 
cousin had been wearing. She almost al- 
ways wore shorts and T-shirts that were 
very becoming to her figure. My cousin is a 
very attractive girl; even though she thinks 
of herself as being “flat.” her tits are a very 
pleasing size. There were several days 
when | thought that she was deliberately 
teasing me, although she was very subtle 
about it 

When my thoughts returned to what | was 
doing, | decided to try something. | started 
massaging her tits and asked her if that 
helped her to relax. She looked slyly at me, 
but she didn't say a word. Her breathing 
quickened slightly, and she raised her top 


contemplate. | was more than pleased with 
my rain check several nights later. | guess 
she's become more than a kissing cousin, 
but maybe that's what they mean when they 
say blood is thicker than water!—G.D, Lit- 
tle Rock, Ark. 


Glad-hander 
I've been reading Penthouse for several 
months, but | have yet to find anyone who 
shares my fetish. As an adolescent, | found 
that girls weren't attracted to me. Perhaps 
the reason was that | was a little overweight 
and quite clumsy. Nevertheless, | found 
sexual relief through masturbation 

| used to experiment with my foam pillow 
placed between my legs. | would shoot my 
wad into my imaginary lover. After drench- 


| haven't given up on girls yet, although | 
do long to experience the delights of the 
warm, delicate vaginas that my friends talk 
about. My most recent discovery is a heat- 
ing pad wrapped around my plastic bag, 
which encloses my penis like a corn dog! 

| hope that | can enlighten other sexually 
frustrated men with my discovery. When 
you get blue balls from the nuns in your 
town, don't get mad, get Glad! As yet, | 
have nothing to substitute for sucking those 
delicately warm tits, but maybe next 
month. ..—J.E.B., Paris, Tenn 


The group 

After many months of being prodded by my 
husband, | finally agreed to write to your 
magazine and tell about something that 


in order to get a better 
massage. | undid her 
brain order to give her 
what she wanted 

| started nibbling 
and kissing her nip- 
ples until they stood 
up as if they were 
going to burst. Slowly, | 
moved down to her 
belly button and be- 
yond. | removed her 
shorts to reveal her 
colorful bikini panties 
My fascination with 
women's underwear 
made me stop for a 
second. | must con- 
fess that | have sa- 
vored her aromas be- 
fore when | discovered 
her used panties 
among the dirty 
clothes at her house. 

| attacked that 
bikini-clad cunt with 
renewed vigor. She 
squirmed as | licked 
and chewed at her 
pussy through the 
cloth. The panties very 
quickly came off, and! 
finally tasted what I'd 
only smelt up until 
then. That beautiful 
cunt was soaking with 
her juices, and | licked 
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Gordon’s makes the smoothest vodka 
you can buy. Result: the most delicious 


80 Proof. Distilled from grain, Gordon's Dry Gin Co. Ltd., Linden, N.J, ALSO AVAILABLE IN 100 PROOF. 


drinks you can mix. Our U.S. Patented 
Process (No. 3,930,042) is the reason. } | 


GORDON’S VODKA 
The smoothest, happiest 


vodka of all. { 


happened to us and 
still happens now and 
then when we get a 
chance to do it 
My husband and | 
are both twenty-five 
years old and in good 
shape. He says that | 
look as good as some 
of your models. And 
our sex life had been 
good but nothing 
special, until recently. 
We both had fan- 
tasized many times 
about my trying other 
men to give us the 
special charge that we 
felt was needed. I'd 
fantasized many 
times about fucking 
} | and sucking other 
| men, even several at 
4 | one time, but had 
never gone through 
with the idea. One 
night. though, my 
husband and | had a 
few drinks and de 
cided to go to an 
{ X-rated movie. | worea 
} | short, loose skirt, with 
_ | nothing on under it. I'm 
1] small, five foot two 
|] | inches, and weigh 100 
pounds, but my body 


feverishly at her pussy lips. She wrapped 
her legs around my head and pushed 
harder telling me to please her. The little 
man in the boat stood up to greet me as | 
kissed and licked at that wonderful flesh 

She shuddered as she came and came 
and came. Satisfaction showed on her 
face, but | was still unrelieved. Before | 
could screw her, we heard voices, It was my 
family. slowly returning. My cousin quickly 
gathered her clothes up and dashed for the 
bathroom. She dressed inside and when 
she returned acted'as if nothing had hap- 
pened. 

When the others arrived, she came out, 
smiling and winking at me to let me know 
that she had enjoyed the experience. Then 
| went to the bathroom to relieve myself and 


14 PENTHOUSE 


ing several pillow cases and disposing of 
several pillows, | decided that something 
had to be done 

When the idea of putting saltpeter in my 
mashed potatoes didn't excite me, | dis- 
covered the delights of masturbating into a 
baggie. After experimentation | found put- 
ting alittle K-Y Jelly in the plastic, surrogate 
vagina heightened my sexual excitement 
Now | masturbate every night into the inno- 
cent-looking contraption, which really 
keeps my meat fresh. What a discovery! 
Sex with no muss, ‘no fuss, and no puss! 

If | feel my cock begin to throb while | 
drive down the road, | pull over to the side, 
prepare my plastic lunch bag, look at a 
copy of Penthouse, and shoot my wad. It's 
fantastic! 


is very well developed 
! put my long, black hair in pigtails, and Car! 
(not his real name) said that | looked like a 
sexy teenage nympho, which turned us 
both on. We drove to the theater, with my 
teasing Carl all the way by slowly pulling my 
skirt up and down, never going further than 
my thighs. By the time we got there, he was 
about to explode. We sat down in the movie 
and watched all the sucking and fucking, 
and | got so horny that | began sliding my 
hand under my dress and fingering myself, 
much to Carl's delight. There were other 
men sitting around (one right beside me, in 
fact), but | didn't care. It felt so good and so 
sexy! Soon, four or five men were sitting 
around us, watching me, because | had 
now pulled my. skirt all the way up, had 
slumped down in the seat, and was mas- 


Measure the sound of any other 
AM/FM cassette recorder against these. 


The 4’ yardstick 


The Panasonic RQ-542AS is not only jam-packed 
with easy-to-enjoy sound from its 4” speaker, it's 
also jam-packed with easy-to-use controls. Like 
one-touch recording. A sensitive built-in condenser 
mike that picks up sound without dangling; tangling 
mike cords. Easy-Matic circuitry to adjust the 
recording level, automatically. Digital tape counter. 
Cue and review. Auto-Stop. Even an Auto-Sleep 
switch. And a price tag that sounds good, too. 


The 7"yardstick 


Its big-sounding 7” dual cone speaker is the 
biggest we've ever put in a portable cassette 


tape recorder. It’s in the RQ-548S to bring you FMSLay — 
rockier rock and classier classics. There’s AFC TES eit je 
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monitor. Separate tone and volume controls. 
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turbating like crazy! | could tell that Carl 
was very excited by all these men watching 
his young. sexy nympho giving a show to all 
of them. A couple of the men began rub- 
bing my legs and thighs, and when Carl 
said something about going ahead, they all 
began squeezing my breasts, saying dirty 
things. their minds and bodies filled with 
lust for me. It was fantastic, especially 
when | had a tremendous orgasm, which | 
think everyone in Alabama heard! 

Two of the guys invited me and my hus- 
band to go out with them to their van. It 
ended up with five guys and Carl finally 
joining me in the van, It was completely 
carpeted. and it looked terrific! Carl sat 
over in one corner. behind the front seat. 
while he watched all five guys (all in their 
twenties and thirties, I'd say) begin push- 
ing me on my back and pulling my skirt up. 
Cocks started popping out all over the 
place. Mouths and tongues began licking 
my juicy thighs. and my cunt was fingered 
by as many men as possible. One guy 
stuck his cock in front of my face, and | 
eagerly kissed, licked, and sucked his 
balls and then his whole cock. Itwas such a 
turn-on, blowing him while Carl watched 
and the others caressed me all over. One 
guy began licking and fingering my cunt. 
while another had gotten hard again and 
slowly but surely got his cock in my ass. He 
humped me good but not so fast that it 
interfered with my sucking Carl's cock 
Others squeezed, bit. and licked my nip- 


ples and breasts until Carl grabbed my 
head and | felt his cock gush over and over, 
and it seemed as if I'd swallowed an ocean 
of salty come. 

| licked Carl clean, and then | said 
good-bye to the other guys, much to their 
dismay. We've been back several times 
since, with me sucking and fucking many. 
many men—and women, too! We love 
it!—Name and address withheld 


Shave 'n’ shower 

Among the splendid features in Penthouse. 
all of which | thoroughly enjoy. | get a par- 
ticular thrill out of your letters from readers 
Every normal, healthy woman and man is 
deeply interested in the subject of sex, and 
the wide range of letters telling of various 
experiences in this field are particularly in- 
teresting, especially to a horny girl like me. | 
am a legal secretary. age twenty-five; | am 
divorced at the present time. My measure- 
ments are 40-25-35, Needless to say, my 
boyfriend is a big tit man, and it really turns 
him on every time he looks at and sucks my 
size-forty tits, He calls them my twin peaks. 
He, too, is well endowed, with an extralong. 
thick cock, and if degrees were handed 
out, he would rate a Ph.D. | have another 
hidden asset that we both enjoy, and that is 
a snapper. In other words, | can control the 
muscles in my vagina so that when a man 
puts his hard cock all the way inside me. | 
can tighten my cunt around it and hug it in 
such a way that it causes both of us to 
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explode in multiple orgasms. What bliss! 

My man and | are always experimenting 
and looking for new ways to get an added 
thrill out of our fucking sessions. and | must 
tell your readers of a new stunt we tried 
recently, suggested by one of my girl 
friends. My boyfriend takes one of those 
hand-held shower heads that | use in the 
tub for washing my hair and makes me lie 
back in the tub, with my legs spread as far 
as they will go. | then hold open the lips of 
my cunt and he stands above me, turns the 
nozzle so that it is just one hard, warm 
stream rather than a spray, and aims it at my 
exposed, swollen clit. The sensation as the 
water hits my clit is marvelous and gives 
me several orgasms. When he has finished 
we reverse positions and he lies on his back 
in the tub. Then | use that same shower- 
head stream on his cock and balls, which 
makes him so horny that he gets an im- 
mediate erection, Then we take a fast 
shower, jump in bed. and fuck the hell out of 
each other. 

One final comment. My cunt has always 
been endowed with a heavy growth of 
pubic hair. My boyfriend asked me to let 
him shave it off. As he says, a bare cunt is 
ten times sexier than one that is completely 
concealed, | let him shave it. and we are 
both delighted with the result. because it is 
more exciting for both of us. | agree with’ 
him when he says. "How would women like 
it if men went around with their cocks and 
balls completely hidden under a mass of 
hair?" | would like to see letters from read- 
ers commenting on the subject of bare 
cunts.—J.W., Stamford, Conn 


Rainy-day womanizing 
After reading your magazine for about a 
year, | feel that | must share my story with 
you. The experience would never have 
happened if it had not been for a rainstorm. 
You see, my wife, Linda, and | had made 
plans to go to the movies with some friends. 
Jack and Mona. The movie was an X-rated 
one at the local drive-in. As we were getting 
ready to go, one of those heavy thun- 
derstorms that are so frequent in the 
Southeast moved in. Instead of going to the 
movie and hoping thal the rain would stop, 
we simply postponed seeing it until the next 
night. But since Jack and Mona were al- 
ready at the house, we decided that we 
should pass the evening playing cards 
As we headed into the kitchen to play, | 
noticed that Mona had on the shortest pair 
of shorts that I'd ever seen. Even though 
they were skintight, the cheeks of her ass 
bounced slightly as she walked. Making 
sure that everyone had a drink, | sat down 
to what! thought would be an ordinary night 
of poker. For some reason, | couldn't keep 
my eyes off Mona's thirty-eight-inch boobs 
They seemed to be straining against the 
front of her T-shirt. Linda looked even sexier 
than usual. Although her tits are smaller 
than Mona's, they are firmer, with half-inch 
nipples when they are erect. After more 
drinks, | could see those nipples starting to 
become hard. Jack must have noticed 
them also, because he said that he was 
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getting tired of playing for such small 
stakes (we were playing penny ante). He 
suggested that we play strip poker. We all 
laughed, thinking that he was kidding. By 
this time Linda's nipples were so large that 
we all noticed them. As we continued play- 
ing poker, Jack repeated his idea. After 
about the third time, | seconded the motion. 
The girls still thought that we were joking, 
but they decided to call our bluff. As Jack 
dealt the first hand, | noticed that Mona's 
nipples, too, were now sticking out notice- 
ably. 

The game was routine while we all lost 
our shoes. | expected the girls to drop out 
at any time. But soon we were down to the 
basics, Jack to his underpants, and | to my 
T-shirt. Then Mona los: 
stared at her as she 
pulled off her T-shirt. 
Even though she still 
had on a bra, at least 
half of her tits were 
open to our view. | 
noticed that Linda was 
staring right along 
with us. Surely, one of 
the girls would quit be- 
fore anyone was totally 
naked, | thought. But 
when Jack got up to 
remove his under- 
pants and | saw Linda 
eyeing his long, cir 
cumcised cock, | 
realized that | had 
been wrong. My cock 
was harder than ever 
before, as all could 
see when it was my 
turn to lose. Linda was 
blushing as we all saw 
her loosen her bra 
Soon it was Mona we 
were watching, as she 
let her huge tits free 
from her bra. Mona 
lost the next hand and 
had only one thing left 
to take off. Soon we 
were all naked and 
wondering what to do 
next. Jack said that we 
should keep on play- | 
ing and that the loser 


other's cunts. Linda had also reached up 
and was pulling at Mona's swinging tits. 

We realized that the girls were enjoying 
themselves even more than we were. They 
were in the sixty-nine position, with Mona 
on the top. Her ass was jutting up into the 
air very invitingly. Getting the okay nod from 
Jack, | went over to the girls and dipped my 
rock-hard dick into Mona's soaking box for 
lubrication and then began to work my 
cock into her tight, puckered anus. | had 
some problems because of the tightness, 
but she wouldn't pull away from the plea- 
sure that Linda's tongue was giving her. 
Linda kept sucking on Mona's clit, and they 
both had tremendous orgasms 

When | came, Mona's ass was so tight 
that my come leaked out of the hole and ran 
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hint, | grabbed the thing from her and stuck 
it up her ass while | fucked the hell out of 
her. By now Jack and Linda were fucking 
away like something in a pornographic 
movie. As Linda neared orgasm, she 
reached over and went wild as she pulled, 
bit, and licked Mona's nipples. Mona went 
crazy. That's when | figured that Mona was 
into pain. Fucking her from behind, | easily 
reached around and started slapping her 
hanging boobs. She had the biggest or- 
gasm I'd ever seen. It must have lasted at 
least two minutes. Soon we were spent, and 
Jack and Mona left for home. But whenever 
there is a thunderstorm, | still remember the 
night we played cards to “pass the time.” 
| wonder if any other card sharks have 
had an experience as exciting as the one 
oni oC Sam that happened to me 
If so, I'msure that there 
are many folks who 
would love to hear 
about it—Name and 
adaress withheld 


Illicit “R" and R 
| am twenty years old. 
but since | first discov- 
ered the joys of sex, 
I've never met a more 
luminous lover than 
the one | wish to tell 
you about. | was mar- 
ried for four dreadful 
years when this man 
came into my life. My 
husband had done 
business with this 
man, and since he 
was away at night, | 
transacted some 
“business” for him 
myself. “R” and | were 
just very close friends 
at first. During his vis- 
its we would talk, and | 
became very fond of 
. him. "R" is very attrac- 
tive and has the sort of 
personality that would 
sweep any girl off her 
feet. He is very en- 
trancing 

One night | walked 
him to the door and 
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would receive orders from the holder of the 
highest hand. With fresh drinks we re- 
sumed play, after moving into the living 
room 

Jack and | told the girls that if either of 
them refused to do anything that was 
asked of her, she would promptly be 
whipped by the other girl's husband. The 
first thing we had them do was to lean back, 
spread their legs, and show off their cunts. 
Both of the girls had their love juice drip- 
ping down their legs; so we told them to 
clean up each other's cunts. At first, they 
started to use their fingers to catch the 
flowing juices, but we insisted that they use 
their tongues. Both of them hesitated, but 
after two smacks on the ass with the belts 
from our pants, they started to lap at each 


18 PENTHOUSE 


down into Linda's busy mouth. Then Jack 
walked over and stuck his eight-inch tool 
into Linda's mouth. Mona's hands were all 
over Linda's body while my dick was still up 
her behind. Suddenly, she rolled over and 
took my soft cock into her waiting mouth. 
Then, as if to get even, she began to work 
her finger into my ass. What with this and 
watching Linda sucking Jack’s perpen- 
dicular prick, | was hard in a minute. When 
Mona got up and left the room, | went over 
and started to suck on Linda's familiar tits 
Suddenly, | felt something hard and large 
trying to enter my ass. Mona had sneaked 
into the room with a seven-inch vibrator. |'ll 
never know where she got it from 

As it slid up my ass, | understood the thrill 
that women get when fucked. Taking the 


was preparing to say good night when a 
very sensuous smile came across his lips. 
He leaned over and took me in his arms, 
and his wonderful, full lips met mine. His 
tongue slid into my mouth somewhat cau- 
tiously, as if to feel my reaction. | met his kiss 
with such enthusiasm that he could not 
doubt how | felt. This kiss wrapped itself 
around my soul and sent the rockets in my 
head soaring. | was quivering with excite- 
ment from head to toe and cursing the fact 
that my husband would be home very soon 
| didn't want a quickie with this man! No, | 
wanted to savor every inch of that beautiful 
body. | was also anticipating what that de- 
licious, darting tongue could do in other 
places. He left and filled my night with wet, 
lonely dreams. 
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The next evening he came over, and | 
was not alone. A young lady whom | had 
also been seeing was there. The night 
turned into an unexpected but very ex- 
citing ménage a trois. | can't go into the 
details of this experience, because it's 
difficult to remember precisely what tran- 
spired. What | rermember most was the ex- 
traordinary passion of this man. But the 
night that is really imprinted on my mind is 
the next night 

He came by fairly early. We sat and 
talked, cuddled, and just enjoyed being 
with each other. It was not long before we 
headed for the bedroom and my water bed. 
So | undressed. His eyes made love to 
every inch of flesh | revealed. Those beauli- 
ful, blue “bedroom” eyes looked at me so 
hungrily that | thought | was about to be 
devoured 

|joined him on the bed, and he took me in 
his arms and kissed me with the same in- 
tense passion of that first kiss. | melted into 
him; my body was his. His wet kisses found 
their way across my shoulders and settled 
themselves on my breasts. He sucked 
them for so very long—so softly,’so gently. 
His tongue flicked around my erect nip- 
ples, sending tremors from my spine to my 
cunt. | thought | had surely died and gone 
to heaven. His hand slipped down between 
my legs and found my very wet pussy. His 
hands, his fingers, teased me to an almost 
unbearable state of excitement. Then he 
pulled me close and placed his body over 
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mine. The scent of his body, the softness o 
his hair, and the tantalizing things he was 
doing to me just drove me crazy. Without 
the use of his hands, he guided that beauti- 
ful long stalk, heart shaped at the end, into 
me and penetrated my tunnel of love. | 
realized a penis is the world's most perfect 
paradox, Nothing else so transforms the 
softest gentleness into animalistic 
strength. He would pump away at me furi- 
ously and then roll me into another position, 
teasing me by taking his cock almost com- 
pletely out of my vagina and then inserting 
it again very, very slowly. 

He would bring me so close to orgasm 
that | felt the quakes beginning in my 
stomach. Then he would tease me away 
from it. Finally, with long, lusty strokes strik- 
ing my “hilt,” he took me to the heights of 
my passions. | think the very ground below 
me shook, and | nearly created a tidal wave 
in my water bed_ | came with an intensity I'd 
never before experienced. | believe that 
this was my first true orgasm. My body 
flickered with such fire! Slowly, his strokes 
became harder and harder and pounded 
deeper into me. His breathing became 
spasmodic, and | felt his cock throbbing 
inside me. | got so excited that it started all 
over again. He put me on top of him, and we 
started bucking together again 

Since that night, we've continued our af- 
fair. |had no other choice. I'd barter my very 
soul for that big penis. I'm sure you've 
heard the song, “Fooled Around and Fell in 


Love.” Well, that's exactly what happened. 
“R’ is an avid reader of Penthouse, and I'm 
sure that if you print this, he will read it. 
There will be no doubt in his mind that | 
wrote this. Thank you for allowing me to 
send this message to him through you.— 
C.S., Atlanta, Ga. 


Burns his candle at both ends 
Although I'm married and have a sexually 
satisfying relationship with my wife, | still 
have the urge to masturbate occasionally 
and have recently discovered a unique and 
satisfying way to do it. Indeed, I'm sure 
some of your readers would like to try it. 

When I'm in the mood to perform this 
ritual, | always wait until I'm alone in the 
house. Then | go to the dining room and 
take the two candles from the candle hold- 
ers on the dining-room table. They're about 
eight inches long and about an inch and a 
half wide. Then | go to the bedroom, strip 
naked, and begin turning myself on by 
rubbing my hands all over my naked 
body—chest, legs, ass, and cock while | 
stand looking at myself in a full-length mir 
ror. I'm really crazy about my lean, mas- 
culine body, and within seconds | have a 
large, thick hard-on. 

| then lie on my back on the bed, spread 
my legs, take saliva from my mouth, and 
rub it all over my ass hole. When it's well 
lubricated, | take one of those eight-inch 
candles and slowly work it up my ass. | fuck 
myself with about five inches of this shaft 
while | lightly stroke my ever-stiffening 
prick. The sensations | receive from fucking 
myself are so overwhelming that after a 
minute or two, a slight flow of semen runs 
out of my cock and drips onto my stomach. 
When | feel these juices starting to flow, | 
stop fucking myself so that | don't shoot my 
entire load at this point 

Then | scoop up the semen with my fin- 
gers and place it on the other candle. Any 
excess sperm | lick and suck off my fin- 
gers, savoring every drop. | have really 
learned to enjoy the taste of my own warm 
come. At this point. | reinsert the first can- 
die in my ass, slowly pushing the rigid shaft 
as deep into my ass as possible. Then, 
while leaning over the side and holding the 
come-coated candle with my other hand, | 
go down on it with my mouth and tongue. | 
take as many inches of this cocklike in- 
strument as | can while | lick, suck, and 
swallow every drop of my delicious dis- 
charge. My other hand plunges the other 
solid shaft into my ass, fucking it in long 
rhythmic strokes. While | suck and fuck, | 
imagine that I'm in bed with two young 
studs—one fucking me with his big cock 
while | suck the other one to orgasm. | oc- 
casionally glance down at my body and 
see my stiff, pulsating dick rising up over 
my flat hairy stomach, just begging for 
relief 

| continue to work as many as six inches 
of that candle up my ass, fucking myself to 
the hilt. The pleasure | receive from feeling 
that thick, cocklike shaft fucking and sliding 
deep within the walls of my ass, coupled 
with the sensation of my slippery hands 
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The Casio Chronograph has a mind 
of it's own. 

It does more than give you a clear 
digital readout of the precise time, to 
the second. It remembers the day and J) 
date at the touch of a button. 

Asa precision stopwatch, it knows 
how to freeze time to the 100th of a 
second. It's brainy enough to give 
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gliding my own sperm up and down the 
length of my throbbing meat, drives me toa 
complete, glorious orgasm. When | feel my 
warm, creamy load ready to shoot, | in- 
crease the pumping rhythm of my hand 
around my cock. My heart pounds faster 
and faster, and my entire body shakes, and 
| let out moans of ecstasy as my cock 
explodes a torrent of milky sperm down my 
shaft, dripping onto my balls and stomach 
| then slowly pull the candle out of my ass. 
discard it, and just lie on the bed for a few 
minutes, rubbing my warm come with both 
hands all over my stomach, chest, and 
thighs while my erection returns to its nor- 
mal size 

For all you guys who like to mastur- 
bate—and who doesn't?—this procedure 
will drive you to one of the most satisfying 
climaxes of your life. | guarantee it Name 
and address withheld 


Keep on truckin’! 

I'm an eighteen-year-old girl who met a 
twenty-four-year-old truck driver (I'll call 
him Rod). Rod came into the restaurant 
where | was working. | couldn't resist com- 
ing right out and making a move. | told him 
that I'd never ridden in a big truck, and that 
I'd really love to go for a ride with him. He 
seemed hesitant, but he finally agreed to 
the idea. | left work, and we went for a ride 
We got to talking and decided that | would 
go on a run with him. Well, when Rod and | 
got around to it, we really hit the road. The 
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adventure started at his place. We went out 
to dinner and then to his place to get some 
sleep before our big run. The magical hour 
of midnight came, and we headed out. We 
chopped up some coke, the biggest line 
I've ever seen or had. But then Rod gives 
everything big! We then smoked a couple 
of joints, and we were off in space 

| wanted Rod so badly that | asked him if | 
could go down on him. He answered, “Get 
down on my hog!” As | was sucking on his 
big, purple-veined dick, other envious 
truckers would go by and ask if they could 
trade trucks and the little lady on his dog- 
house. We'd just laugh them off and get 
back to our business. | do have to admit | 
hate giving blowjobs, because the taste of 
come gags me, but this guy's come was 
sweet as syrup. He must have pumped two 
quarts of it into my mouth, and that wasn’t 
the end. We proceeded to tease and touch, 
and it ended up as the most beautiful time 
I'd ever had. While he drove down the road, 
| got on his lap and proceeded to ride him 
What lasted for only half an hour seemed 
like an eternity! 

Let me tell you this. Those seats and the 
bumps in the road really get you all shook 
up. We were rocking away, and Rod knows 
what his ladies like. The movement of the 
seats and his ten inches going deeper and 
deeper sent me into the best orgasm I'd 
ever experienced. | was screaming at the 
top of my lungs. | don't think I've ever heard 
aman come the way Rod did. It wasn't a 


scream or a moan. | just can't explain what 
it sounded like, but to this day | can still get 
all bothered thinking of the way it sounded 
It was so beautiful that | later had him bite 
the lips of my clitoris so that | could be sure 
that it hadn't been another one of my fan- 
tasies 

We then stopped at a closed rest stop 
and proceeded to do another round of 
coke and dope, We looked at each other, 
looked out at the stars, moon, and grassy 
area, grabbed each other's hands, sleep- 
ing bag, and blanket, and made love under 
the stars. | had never before had anal sex, 
and neither had he. But that night we were 
howling like of couple of wolves at the 
moon. We could have stayed there all night 
but decided we would each get back to 
work, I've never met a guy that could satisfy 
me like Rod; so |'m trying to keep him 
around for a while 

So, please, if you're ever on the road 
don't be snoopy and look in, as we like our 
privacy. And you know a trucker's home is 
on the road.—Name and adaress withheld 


Conehead 
| attend a small college in southern Virginia 
Recently, | encountered a sexual phenom- 
enon that I've never read about in Pent- 
house 

I'm a member of my school’s football 
team and often venture down to the local 
ice-cream parlor after late-afternoon prac- 
tice for much-needed refreshment. The 
parlor has many fine-looking waitresses, 
but | noticed one blonde in particular. Leslie 
is about five feet three inches in height, with 
small but well-proportioned breasts and a 
nice, firm ass. (Later | learned that she is an 
avid rider of horses.) | knew that somehow | 
had to capture her attention, but being 
quite shy, | was becoming extremely frus- 
trated. Every time | would go to order my 
shake. an erection would almost rip my 
shorts off 

One evening, after an especially tough 
practice, | really needed the relief of a thick 
shake, and | hurried to the parlor in antici- 
pation.. Leslie came over to my table and 
asked for my order. | was staring at her and 
displaying a huge hard-on. | gave my order 
but noticed that she was not writing it down; 
instead. she was staring at the bulge at my 
crotch. | was embarrassed but repeated 
my order, which she finally wrote down and 
proceeded to prepare. She delivered my 
shake and then went over to the door 
marked “Employees Only,” which was right 
next to the rest rooms. | couldn't stand the 
tension any longer; | had to talk to this girl 
As | walked over to the door, | was half 
hunched over to conceal my obvious 
hard-on from the scattered patrons. As | 
entered the room, | could hear some soft 
moans coming from the back corner. | 
walked closer and through the half-open 
door could see Leslie's white pants, down 
at her ankles. She was sliding a sugar cone 
into her vestibule, and she was definitely 
turned on by the act, for she did not even 
notice me watching in amazement. 

She was furiously stoking the ice 


WHAT COMES OUT OFASPEAKER IS ONLY 
AS IMPRESSIVE AS WHAT GOES INTO IT. 


Most speaker companies 
try to impress you by 
describing the 
“incredible” sound 
that comes out of 
their speakers. 

At Pioneer, we 
think the best way to 
describe how good 
HPM speakers are is 
to tell you what went 
into them. 

Instead of a 
conventional tweeter, you'll 
find HPM speakers have a AEM EG 
unique supertweeter. In brief, 


itworksona music, and alot less 


thin piece distortion. 

of High And while most woofers 
Polymer are still made with the same 

Molecular antiquated materials used in 


speaker tecthology rises. (HPM) film 
to new highs. that converts 
electrical impulses into sound 
waves without a magnet, 
voice coil, cone or dome. 
As aresult, it can 
reproduce highs with an 
accuracy and definition that 
no conventional tweeter 
could possibly match. 
We've also created 
special mid-range driver 
cones that are light enough 
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with a special carbon 

fiber blend that’s 

allowed us to decrease the 

weight of the cone, yet 

increase the strength needed 

for clarity. This, plus an 

oversized magnet and a 

long-throw 

voice coil let 

you hear even 


the deepest 
notes exactly 


to give you sharp response, the way the 
yet rigid enough not to musicians 
distort. So you're assured u 

You'll never hear 


of hearing a lot more 
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a sound out of these die cast aluminum trames. 


recorded them. 

Of course, we could go on 
and on about the fact that 
every HPM speaker 

element has a cast 
aluminum frame, instead 
of the flimsy stamped out 
metal kind. Or about our 
special compressed 
wood cabinets that have 
better acoustic 
properties than 
ordinary wood 
cabinets. 

It’s features like this 
that begin to explain why 
unlike speakers that sound 
great On only part of the music, 


~_— HPM speakers 
7 F sound 
. ‘w great on 
Level controls that Tet you adjust the sound all of It. 
to your listening area And this 


virtue isn’t something you'll 
find in only our most expensive 
HPM speaker. It’s found in 
every HPM speaker. 

At this point, we suggest 
you take your favorite record 
into any Pioneer dealer and 
audition a pair of HPM 
speakers in person. 

If you think what went 
into them sounds impressive, 
wait till you hear what comes 
out of them. 
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We bring it back alive. 


cream holder deeper and deeper into her 
pussy with one hand, while applying a 
hard, rotating motion on her clit with the 
other. | instantly unzipped my fly and re- 
leased my throbbing love gun from its tight 
prison. When she finally looked over and 
saw me, my hand was viciously working my 
tool. She moaned in ecstasy, and | knew 
that she was about to gush, because | was, 
too. Then, with one quick motion, she 
shoved the sugar cone completely up her 
quivering twat and begged me to “hone her 
cone.” 

| placed my head between her creamy 
thighs and wasted no time in partaking of 
her sweet and juicy treat. Slowly, | moved 
the cone in and out with my teeth, bit by bit. 
In amatter of moments she came, crunch- 
ing the cone right in front of my eyes. She 
then sat me on the chair and licked my own 
cone with her voracious mouth. Then, sens- 
ing the onslaught of my orgasm, she 
placed herself on my pole and thrust until | 
filled her channel with my love juice. We 
then dressed and exited. As | finished my 
thick shake and paid for it, she said, 
“Please come again!" punctuating the 
statement with a wink and a grin. | then, 
appropriately enough, left her a huge 
tip.—Name and address withheld 


Cuntry store horseplay 

I'm a seventeen-year-old male. My parents 
had a little country store, which they sold 
jast June to a couple with a “foxy as hell” 


daughter. When | first laid eyes on her, she 
was walking toward my horse next door. | 
said to myself, "What an ass that gal's got.” 
| didn't think anything else of the matter, 
though, because I've already got a steady. 
Then, about three days later, | was riding 
my horse, and my throat got dry as hell; so! 
went to our old store for a beer, hoping to 
see this gorgeous gal again. When | got 
there, she was sitting on the ice-cream ma- 
chine, wearing practically nothing. 

She had a pair of gym shorts anda T-shirt 
on. It was then that | noticed her very fine 
tits. for she was wearing no bra. About three 
or four dudes were standing in front of her. 
One of them was talking to her, and the 
others were standing there, drooling over 
her luscious body, | tied my horse to the 
newspaper machine and went in for beer. 
When | came back outside, | noticed the 
dudes had left and she was petting my 
horse, While | drank my beer, we talked 
about horses. It seemed that she had al- 
ways wanted a horse. Then she asked me if 
she could ride him, and | said, “What the 
hell?" So we went to the field next door. | sat 
on the well while she rode; she was a very 
good horsewoman. When she came back 
after about fifteen minutes, she asked me 
to get on; so! did. | got in front of her, and we 
started going down a little dirt road. Well, 
the bouncing of the horse and her tits on my 
back gave me a hell of a hard-on. 

The horse took a slight jump over a tree in 
the road, and her hands went down on my 


“Good news, | think. An economist just wished me a Happy New Year!" 
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crotch accidentally; then she moved them 
back up and wrapped them around my 
stomach. | told her to put them back where 
they were, and she started to fondle my 
cock for about a quarter of a mile. When we 
stopped, | had come all over my shirt and 
pants. 

We got down off the horse by the biggest 
oak tree I'd ever seen in my life, which hada 
tree house that was as ornate as a mansion. 
It even had a carpet and a few bean-bag 
chairs in it. She said that she wanted to go 
see it, but | said that | wanted to keep riding 
the horse because it was so much fun. She 
smiled at me invitingly and said, “The tree 
house will be even more fun." Then she ran 
up the tree steps. | sat there for a minute or 
two and then proceeded up the tree. When 
| got there, she had nothing on except her 
earrings. She started to undress me, and 
then she gave me the best headjob imag- 
inable. She was a pro! When | exploded 
into her mouth, we moved to a sixty-nine 
position. and her hot, dripping cunt tasted 
as fine as she looked. Her clit was the soft- 
est thing I’ve ever touched! After we fucked 
for God knows how long (it was pitch black 
inside the tree house), we rode the horse 
home. He knew the way; so we sat facing 
each other while | finger-fucked her and 
she jacked me off. Then we stopped and 
fucked again. Finally, we got home. We still 
go to the tree house about three times a 
month, and |'m glad my old man sold the 
store. His loss was my gain!—Name and 
adoress withheld 


Treasure hunt 

The other night | was in the mood to be 
seductive with my lover (whom !'ll call Bill) 
and do something |'d never tried before. He 
was on an afternoon shift; so | had all eve- 
ning to think of something. Here is how it 
turned out 

When he got home, he found a sealed 
envelope attached to the door. It read, ‘Are 
you in the mood? Open.” He did as the note 
said and read what was inside. It said, “For 
something wet and refreshing, open the 
refrigerator.” When he did so, he found his 
favorite drink and, on top of that, another 
note that read “Take this drink and go into 
the living room for something warm and 
soft.” 

He took the drink and did as he had been 
directed, still not sure what “warm and soft” 
meant. 

He found one of the light bulbs in the 
lamp had been replaced with a soft, green 
light, the oil lamp burning, and soft music 
filling the room. | was still nowhere in sight. 

As he sat down on the couch, he was eye 
to eye with another note I'd placed on the 
table. It read, “Take off your shoes, drink 
your drink, listen to the soft music, and 
relax in the warm light from the oil lamp. If 
you're still not satisfied, try reading the 
message by the oil lamp." There was still no 
sign of me, but he was getting worked up 
anticipating what | was going to do. 

The notes were short but very sugges- 
tive, and as | had lioped, they were turning 
him on, The note near the lamp said, “If 


The spirit of the Czar 


It was the Golden Age of 
Russia. Yet in this time when 
legends lived, the Czar stood 
like a giant among men. 

He could bend an iron bar 
on his bare knee. Crush a 
silver ruble with his fist. And 
had a thirst for life like no 
other man alive. 

And his drink was Genuine 
Vodka. Wolfschmidt Vodka. 
Made by special appointment 
to his Majesty the Czar. And 
the Royal Romanov Court. 

It's been 120 years since 
then. And while life has 
changed since the days of 
the Czar, his 
Vodka remains 
the same. “2 

Wolfschmidt <4 
Genuine Vodka. feox« 

The spirit of the 
Czar lives on. 
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health 
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country fresh 
_- Salem. 


Country fresh.menthol. 
Mild; smooth and refreshing. 


Enjoy smoking again. 


there's still something missing, go upstairs, 
walk into our bedroom, kiss me, get me in 
the mood, get me wet, soft, and warm, and 
slip into something especially for you. | 
think you'll tind it more than comtortable 

As he came up the stairs, his body was 
trembling (he informed me later) with an- 
ticipation of the way he would find me. 
When he finally looked in, he found the 
room lighted by only a small candle, giving 
off just enough light to show me lying on top 
of the sheet, sleeping softly, wearing only a 
sheer, long, black nightgown. | had fallen 
asleep, with my right hand still resting be- 
tween my thighs—a way of telling him 
even in my sleep, how much my body 
needed him 

| wasn't in a very deep sleep, and | felt 


there, holding each other closely, we talked 
about the notes I'd left. He revealed to me 
how increasingly excited he'd gotten with 
each note, knowing that somewhere he'd 
have my body, but not knowing how or 
when. Before the night was over, we had 
made love three more times. It is truly a 
night we'll remember for a long time 

If you have an adventurous or playful 
streak in you, you might try this. The results 
can be very interesting, if exhausting! | 
plan to play this game again someday, 
when he’s least suspecting it. Only that 
time | will have an even more exciting finish 
planned.—Name and address withheld 


Aggressive lady 
| never thought that | would find myself 


over to tell him how nice he looked. He 
continued to bag at my register for the rest 
of the day; so | knew he had to be inter- 
ested, too. | offered him a ride home, since | 
knew he had no car. On the way | pulled the 
car over to the side of the road. He asked 
me what | was up to. | pointed to the bulge 
in his pants and said, “If that's any indica- 
tion, it seems we're after the same thing.” 

| carefully unzipped his pants with great 
anticipation and was surprised beyond my 
wildest dreams when | found ten inches of 
prime-cut meat. | was down on it in less 
than a heartbeat. It was the biggest cock 
I've ever sucked, but | managed to put 
almost all of it in my mouth 

Although he was only eighteen. | could 
tell that this wasn't the first time someone 


him when he crawled 
intobednexttome, his 
nude body warm and 
trembling. He started 
kissing me all over. 
Needless to say, | was 
wet and ready at 
nearly the first touch of 
his warm mouth on my 
body. With the 
light glowing 
feet and the 
from our dresser re 
flecting all that was 
going on, the situation 
was quite exciting 

Bill had the hardest 
erection | 


can re- 
member him having, 
and his body was al- 
most beyond his vol- 
untary control. He 
rolled me over on my 
stomach, kissing and 
fingering me as his 
hard cock rubbed be- 
tween my legs and 
back, spreading the 
juices I'd created for 
myself all over my 
thighs and bottom. His 
kisses were passion- 
ate but gentle, and his 
fingers were easy but 
determined 

| wasn't sure how 
much longer | could 
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had sucked his cock 
He started yelling 
obscenities like, 
"Suck it, you bitch!" 
“Swallow all of it!” and 
Come on, you slut!" 

While all this was 
going on. he started 
finger-fucking my 
hole. Being domi- 
nated really turns me 
on, as | have a really 
domineering person- 
ality and rarely get 
treated like this. His 
explosion inmy mouth 
nearly knocked my 
head off. He then told 
me to take him home. 
After | pulled up to his 
drive, he got out of the 
car, slammed the door. 
and said, “Thanks for 
the ride 

On the way home | 
started thinking about 
the delicious taste of 
his cock in my mouth 
and | felt my pussy get 
wet again. | pulled 
over to the side of the 
road, pulled my pan- 
t down to my an- 
kles, spread my rt 
lips apart with one 
hand, and mastur- 
bated myself to or- 


hold out. My body was now aching for his 
and | started moving up and down, squirm- 
ing at his touch, searching for his hard 
erect rod, wanting it to enter me. My move- 
ments excited him to the point of near ex- 
plosion all over the sheets. We could hold 
off no longer, and he put his long shaft into 
my throbbing, wet cunt, and we were soon 
in the doggy-style position, moving with the 
perfect, wordless rhythm that only two 
people as exciled as we were could make 

Together we drained each other's love 
juices. Both of us were too weak to move, 
and he lay there on my back, without taking 
his cock out. There was so much come that 
it was running out all over our legs 

Once we had regained our strength, we 
rolled over to face each other, and as we lay 
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writing toPenthouse “Forum,” but recently | 
had the most fantastic sexual experience 
ever. 

For the past four years | have been a 
cashier in a local supermarket. | am mar- 
ried, but my sexual experiences with my 
husband have been less than satisfying 

About six months ago, a new bagger was 
hired. (I'll call him Vance.) He is an ex- 
tremely tall, good-looking, and friendly 
person. One day he wore a pair of tight-fit- 
ting slacks, and | noticed that he was quite 
well endowed. | decided that | wanted him 
to put that conspicuous cock inside me, 
but | had no idea what | was in for. 

The next day | decided not to wear a bra 
While he was bagging for me, | made sure 
that he saw my bare breasts when | bent 


gasm, just thinking about the magic con- 
tours of his cock. I'm hoping the next time 
he'll drive me home, if you know what | 
mean!—Name and adaress withheld 


Two-log fire 
I'm an avid reader of your magazine, al 
though my husband doesn't approve of 
having such material around our home. | 
have an experience to tell you about that he 
wouldn't approve of either, to say the least! 
I'ma thirty-two-year-old housewife with a 
lovely home in a well-to-do suburban 
neighborhood, My husband is prosperous 
but dull as far as sex is concerned 
One day | was sitting in the parlor, having 
a drink, when my husband telephoned to 
say that two men were coming over to look 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 208 
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Musk oil for men: 

The provocative scent 
that instinctively calms 
and yet arouses your basic 
animal desires. 
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Remember 
the HOPE! 


HOPE began in 1958 when Dr. William 
B. Walsh initiated a project aimed at 
international goodwill and understand- 
ing and submitted a plan for the 
world’s first peacetime hospital ship. 
The S.S. HOPE has since been retired, 
but the work and activities of Project 
HOPE have continued worldwide. 


The people of Project HOPE remember 
the HOPE as a prologue to new land- 
based medical teaching programs. 
They ask you to Remember the HOPE 
too. 


Give to: 


Department A 
Washington, D.C. 
20007 
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Farm report 

| want to thank you for publishing the fine 
article “Bitter Harvest” (September 1978) 
by David Harris, on the destruction of the 
American farmer. | am looking forward to 
the next installment [November 1978] 

As a small landowner, cattle dealer, and 
small-cattle feeder, | was impressed with 
the tone of the article and its factual ac- 
count of our situation. As part of my busi- 
ness as cattle dealer, | send out a 
sometime-monthly newsletter called the 
Bull Sheet, and in the letter | just finished | 
recommended that my readers buy a copy 
of your magazine and read Harris's article 
Thanks again to David Harris for his re- 
search and for telling it like it is.—Jim De 
Maranville, Goltry, Okla 


Thank you, thank you, for David Harris's 
factual report on the American Agriculture 
Movement. In our almost yearlong struggle 
his article was the first published that “told 
it like it is.” 

Please tell Mr. Harris that when the world 
is starving because our food is in Carter's 
and Brzezinski's World Food Bank, he may 
come to our farm (one mile north and two 
miles east of Pratt, Kans.) and we will feed 
him, because, as God is our witness, we 
intend to survive.—Don and Jean Bergner, 
Pratt, Kans 


The David Harris article about the rising 
protest movement of the American farmer 
is one of the most important pieces of mag- 
azine journalism in the last ten years 

Mr. Harris piles fact upon fact and detail 
upon detail and wisely resists the tempta- 
tion to take cheap rhetorical and ideologi- 
cal shots 

|, on the other hand, cannot resist this 
temptation to do so: the president who said 
that he'd never lie to us has clearly told us 
less than the whole truth about our present 
position in the world economy. On a number 
of counts, this president can be compared 
with another engineer, Herbert Hoover. 
Curiously, however, | persist in what | hope 
is not a simpleton's delusion: that Mr. Car 
ter. unlike Hoover, has the capacity to 
grow—Peter Young, Suffern, N.Y. 


| was born on a farm forty years ago, and 
raised on it, and | continue to farm today. | 
was more than glad to see David Harris's 
article “Bitter Harvest.” 

| hope that the general public will read 
Mr. Harris's well-written and well-re- 
searched article and become a little more 
aware of the problems that face the farmer 
It is very difficult to discuss farm problems 


that face the farmer. It is very difficult to 
discuss farm problems even with those 
who have a farming background, and it is 
very hard to discuss them with those who 
don't know any more than the bits and 
pieces they read in newspapers and mag- 
azines 

Farm income must grow considerably 
and soon if any of us are to survive econom- 
ically. Two out of three tractor dealers have 
their businesses up for sale but have no 
takers. The farmers simply have no money 
to replace their worn-out machinery or. for 
that matter, even to have it repaired. There 
are so many things that could show that the 
farmer has his back to the wall, but time 
and space do not allow me to elaborate 

Many farmers thought that Jimmy Carter 
would be the answer to their problems, but 
that remains to be seen, It is disappointing 
and disturbing to be seemingly ignored by 
the policymakers in Washington. There are 
no simple answers, bul something must be 
done to encourage young people to stay on 
the farm. But how is that possible when a 
bag boy at the local supermarket can start 
at more money than | can afford to pay my 
workers for their long and hard hours? 

| think | speak for the farmer when | say 
that we do not want a handout from Wash- 
ington or anyone else, just a fair price for 
what we are selling. Unfortunately, we can- 
not pass on our higher and higher produc- 
tion costs fo the consumer, and in most 
cases we have to absorb the loss. But we 
cannot do so much longer. 

I'm looking forward to the second in- 
stallment of “Bitter Harvest” and the 
chance to read David Harris again.- 
Russell D. Edwards, Smithfield, Va 


Quick-draw McGraw 
As a fellow West Virginian, | was ecstat- 
ically happy to read the interview with State 
Supreme Court Justice Darrell McGraw 
(September 1978), for the truth of this op- 
pressed slate is stranger than any fiction. | 
wish to laud his personal courage publicly. 

Freedom of the press works this way in 
West Virginia: Democrat-oriented political 
news is front page, with banner headlines 
and photos; Republican-oriented news re- 
ceives small headlines, no photos, and 
very short articles. The Associated Press is 
also in on this conspiracy of silence. As the 
leader of the Food Tax Referendum Com- 
mittee of West Virginia since July 3, | per 
sonally have had all my major news re- 
leases censored on television and ignored 
by twenty-six newspapers. 

| have requested that the FCC investi 
gate this under the Freedom of Information 


It’s that time of year when a special gift is 
especially welcome. Why does Lord Calvert stand 
out as a gift? Super lightness, superb taste. 

If you'd like to give something special, move 

on up to Lord Calvert Canadian. 


Gift Givers reach for the Canadian Superstar. 


Act. My God, | can't believe this is America! 
A gutless, controlled dictatorship press in 
the United States? The land of the free and 
the home of the brave’?—Melvin Fullerton, 
Clarksburg, W. Va 


| remain neutral regarding the opinions of 
Darrell McGraw while | await enough in- 
formation to formulate my own rational 
analysis of big business versus workers 
rights 

| resent, however, Mr. McGraw's refer- 
ence to Thomas Jefferson in closing his 
interview. He refers, not to Jefferson's ac- 
tual words, but to a common, sophomoric 
interpretation of Jeffersonian philosophy. 
Jefferson was indeed an agrarian and con- 
sidered urban life a vexation to the spirit of 
independence, He abhorred the thought of 
too much money (meaning too much 
power) being concentrated in the hands of 
too few people. But the writings to which 
McGraw refers, espousing governmental 
control of large corporations, were merely 
philosophical—the product of Jefferson, 
the old sage, whose only desire was to die 
at Monticello in tranquillity. 

In a practical sense, Jefferson's liber- 
tarianism would no more allow government 
to infringe on the freedom of corporations 
than it would allow miners to be controlled 
Surely we have not reached a happy 
medium. But to use Thomas Jefferson's writ- 
ings to justify specific contemporary ideas 
is a pastime of old historians who care 


little for their credibility or for their causes. 

Mr. McGraw does not need Jefferson, 
and Thomas Jefferson certainly has no 
need for Darrell McGraw.—William Miller, 
Durham, N.C. 


Riding the rails 
Bravo for “Amtrak Blues” (September 
1978), by John Maybury. | could not have 
put together a stronger case myself. As a 
service attendant based in Boston, | know 
all too well the deplorable conditions that 
crewmen face when they report for work 
As what! and many others believe tobe a 
direct result of your article, all crewmen 
have been ordered by Amtrak not to “dis- 
cuss wages, hours, schedules, hotel con- 
ditions, or personal opinions about man- 
agement” with “passengers or media.” It 
seems that you really did it!\—Name and 
address withheld 


| have just read ‘Amtrak Blues” by John 
Maybury, and I'm sure that Mr. Maybury, 
who worked for Amtrak in Oakland for a 
number of months, believes he is the 
champion of the downtrodden and a fear- 
less crusader against evil 

Let's get something straight right from 
the beginning. Amtrak has been in an uphill 
fight since the day it was born. With a few 
exceptions, passenger service in the years 
before Amtrak in almost every aspect had 
been allowed to go to hell. In 1970 the rail- 
roads declared that it was costing them 


$400 million a year to run the nation's pas- 
senger trains, and they wanted no part of 
the responsibility. On May 1, 1971, a handful 
of those unspeakable bureaucrats that 
Maybury writes about inherited the whole 
can of worms. They received enthusiastic 
support from some old-time railroad em- 
ployees. From many others they got apathy, 
resistance, and downright hostility. 

Whatever truth may exist in John May- 
bury’s article, and there is a glimmer here 
and there. it applies mainly to the condition 
of the rolling stock, stations, commissaries 
repair yards, and track that Amtrak inher- 
ited from the private railroads 

The passenger cars were old. The aver- 
age age was twenty-five years, and many 
of the cars were worn-out. In many parts of 
the country, particularly in the Northeast 
nothing had been put back into the pas- 
senger side of the business for years. The 
number of riders had been falling steadily 
for almost twenty-five years, and the morale 
of all employees was at rock bottom 

Conditions on some of our overage 
long-distance passenger trains is rough on 
the passengers as well as on the crew. 
Crew quarters in some dilapidated old sta- 
tions are not the best, but passengers 
share the same old buildings. Antique 
dining cars still use wood-burning stoves in 
kitchens whose design hasn't changed in 
forty years. But Maybury implies that he is 
the only one who has seen these problems 
and that they are being deliberately ig- 
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nored and perpetuated. That implication is 
totally false 

The 250 trains that Amtrak runs every 
day are specifically mandated by Con- 
gress, For the past seven years, good Am- 
trak people, at all levels, have worked not 
only to move those trains over the track 
every day with whatever resources were 
available but also to replace the worst 
equipment and build for the future 

Amtrak has not won this battle by any 
means. But it has made a difference. In the 
first two years we did well just to keep the 
passenger service alive. Then, in 1974, 
when the gasoline shortage woke people 
up, Amtrak at last began to get funds for 
capital improvements. 

We had to buy our first five new trains 
from France, because no one in the United 
States was making intercity rail passenger 
cars, Later we began building and buying 
locomotives and cars in this country. The 
Budd Company of Philadelphia built nearly 
500 stainless steel “Amfleet” cars, which 
were intended for high-speed corridor use 
but which have been pressed into service 
on routes all over the country. 

We bought turbine trains based on the 
French design and had them built in 
California. We ordered nearly 300 new 
double-decker long-distance cars. Com- 
pletion of these cars, which are now being 
built by Pullman-Standard in Chicago, is 
now nearly two years behind schedule, 
partly because of a long strike at the Pull- 
man plant. But when the cars arrive, start- 
ing this winter, most of the poor crew and 
kitchen conditions will disappear. 

We've renovated commissaries and work 
areas that were admittedly archaic and un- 
satisfactory. A $38 million modernization 
program is underway in our Chicago yards 
and our equipment-overhaul facility at 
Beech Grove, Ind., includes a technical 
training center for maintenance employ- 
ees 

New stations have opened all over the 
country. In a recent twenty-three-day 
period, brand-new stations opened at 
Miami, Rochester, and Canton, Ohio 

Bad track is a problem—perhaps the 
major one. But it’s a national problem and 
not Amtrak's alone. The tracks over which 
Amtrak operates are owned, for the most 
part, by private railroads, many of which 
contend that they do not have the money to 
fix the tracks. A solution will have to be 
found if we are to have a strong freight and 
passenger rail system ready when energy 
shortages force us to find new (or old) ways 
of moving goods and people 

| don't believe, as John Maybury con- 
tends, that we have the worst rail passen- 
ger system in the world. But if that state- 
ment were even close to being true, it would 
be a disgrace far too big to be credited to 
any small group of “bureaucrats,” no mat- 
ter how venal or inept they were. No, all of 
us Americans decided back in the fifties 
and sixties that the auto was all we needed. 
We now can see the result of that attitude on 
public mass transportation 

Amtrak is holding its own and getting 
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elf it were 
harmful for one woman 
to perform 
cunnilingus on another, I'd 
be dead by now.® 


VVIERA TOLL ANDER 


CALL ME 


XAVIERA'S LETTER 

OF THE MONTH 

I'm a twenty-six-year-old 
woman, happily divorced and 
sexually active. | admit to one 
enjoyable hang-up—/ go ab- 
solutely bananas over uncir- 
cumcised cocks. This has be- 
come quite an obsession. I'd 
never encountered a prick with 
foreskin until! about a month 
ago, and it had an incredible 
effect on me 

| work four days a week as a 
secretary, and | had.gotten in 
the habit of spending my day 
off swimming at the local “Y." 
On this particular day I'd been 
swimming for several hours 
when it was announced that 
the pool was now open for both 
men and women. | decided to 
Stay in and see if any interest- 
ing men showed up 

|! noticed Marc immediately. 
He stood out because of his 
lean, muscular body and 
rather longish, dark hair. He was in his mid-to-late forties and one 
handsome guy. Marc was wearing one of those little bikini suits, 
which really showed off his assets. Normally, a bikini turns me off, 
but on Marc it was different. The bulge between his legs looked 
especially interesting, He looked down, saw where my eyes were 
locked, and smiled at me. | could feel the blush sweep over my 
face at the same time | felt my nipples growing tight and erect. He 
slid into the water beside me. 

Marc was from Chicago and was visiting for the day. My heart 
began to beat faster, and apparently | had the same effect on 
him. As he moved closer, | felt something hard push against my 
leg. There, awaiting my pleasure, was a rather large and ready 
prick, 

“| know a place where we can talk,” Marc said. 

He took my hand and led me from the pool to a locked door 
well hidden in the back of the men's locker room. He explained 
that one of the businessmen he had been meeting with had lent 
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him the key to their private 
locker. The room was rather 
barren. There were four stand- 
ing lockers, a mirror, lots of 
towels, and a two-foot-wide 
bench, all on a carpeted floor. 
Without thinking | came into his 
arms. Our mouths and 
tongues melted together as 
our bodies touched and 
writhed. | felt that great bulge 
growing as he pressed himself 
against me. 

Marc slid his mouth down 
my shoulder and let his tongue 
move over my excited 
nipple—his expert hand had 
released my bikini top before | 
knew it, and my full breasts 
were hanging free. He really 
knew how to excite a woman. 
My nipples were standing out 
like tiny pink cocks. Marc slid 
to his knees and allowed that 
educated tongue to move 
lower. His hands deftly moved 
my bikini bottom down over my 
hips. It slid to the floor, exposing my furry bush to his eager eyes 
and tongue. He gently spread my thighs and placed his long, 
pointed tongue between my already wet lips. My clit was standing 
straight out, stretching to meet his darting tongue. Suddenly, the 
rhythmic waves of orgasm swept over me. My hands, buried in his 
thick hair, pulled his wonderful tongue into me as | moaned in 
ecstasy. 

| pulled Marc to his feet, and our lips met again, this time with 
the musky smell of my pussy adding flavor. To show my grati- 
tude, | dropped to my knees and found myself staring at that 
very huge bulge. His cock was just semihard. It wasn't long but 
was beautifully thick. The best part was that the head was 
completely covered by the foreskin. With both hands | slowly 
slid that wrinkled cover back, revealing little by little the pink 
head within. Fascinated, | drew the skin back over the head. | 
placed my mouth over the covered prick and slowly and sensu- 
ally slid my tongue into the opening at the end. Then, rotating 


All inquiries are treated in confidence. Send to 
Xaviera Hollander, Penthouse Magazine, 909 Third Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022. 
Miss Hollander regrets that no private replies can be supplied. 


34 PENTHOUSE 


“| never knew 
gold rum tasted 


1 


like this?’ 


That's the reaction that’s made Puerto 
Rican Gold Rum one of the most popular and 
fastest growing liquors in America today. 

People try it once. Then again and again. 

Either on the rocks, or with a dash of soda 
or your favorite mixer. Any way you try it, 
Gold Rum is the smooth, delicious alternative 


to bourbons, blends, Canadians—even Scotch. 
Try the delicious Gold Rums of Puerto Rico. 


sip will amaze you. The second will 
convert you. 
Make sure the rum is Puerto Rican. 

The name Puerto Rico on the label is your assurance 
of excellence. 

The Puerto Rican people have been making rum for 
almost five centuries. Their specialized skills and dedica- 
tion result in a rum of exceptional taste and purity. 

No wonder over 85% of the rum sold in this 
country comes from Puerto Rico. 

PUERTO RICAN RUMS 


Aged for smoothness and taste. 


For free “Light Rums of Puerto Rico” recipes, write: Puerto Rican Rums, 


Dept. H-1,1290 Avenue of the Americas, N.Y., N.Y. 10019 © 1978 Commonwealth of Puerto Rico 


my tongue ina circular motion, | edged the 
skin back by nudging it with my wet tongue. 
| removed Marc's cock from my mouth and 
inspected my work. The skin lay behind the 
flared, back part of the head, now bulbous 
and a deeper pink—almost red —in color. 
| have never been so turned on by a 
man’s body in my life. | continued to milk his 
cock back and forth, first covering and then 
uncovering the head. By now the head was 
so large that | couldn't get all of it into my 
mouth, and | pulled my head away. Still, | 
was able to bring the foreskin over about 
half the head as | continued to move my 
hands back and forth over the shaft. Sud- 
denly, Marc's hips began to move. | knew 
he was about to come, and | was ready for 
it. Marc fell to his knees facing me and 
forcing his tongue into my mouth. He held 
my come-covered hands to his lips and 
kissed the thick juices away. Then, with the 
semen still on his lips, he drew my mouth to 
him. | pulled away, repulsed. “There's noth- 
ing wrong with the fluids of our bodies,” he 
said, drawing me to hima second time. Our 
lips and tongues met, and the taste of him 
filled my mouth. It was incredible. 
Afterward, we lay side by side, and Marc 
apologized for coming as he did. He 
moved down between my legs again, and / 
positioned myself so | could take his amaz- 
ing cock into my mouth. | sucked him until 
he was hard and ready. “Can you put it in 
me with the skin over the head?” | asked, 
excited. He said it would be hard to do 


because of the size of the head, | watched 
as he moved the foreskin over the thick 
head as far as it would go. Amazingly, the 
entire shaft slid into me with ease. | had 
never been so excited in all my life. 

Marc whispered in my ear that my pussy 
was moving his foreskin back and forth as 
the great cock slid in and out. “Let me see!” 
| cried. He pulled out of me and held his 
cock just inches from my face. He was 
right: as he withdrew, the skin was drawn a 
third of the way over that magnificent head. 
He put both hands on the long, wet shaft 
and pulled the skin back before my eyes. 
The glistening head shimmered in the light. 
“Put it back in and fuck me!" | begged in a 
voice | didn't recognize as my own. He 
placed the great bulb at the entrance to my 
pussy and drove it in to the hill. | began to 
come, over and over, as he plunged into me 
harder and harder. 

This experience has marked me for life. 
Marc left town on schedule, and | never 
heard from him again. All | can think of 
nowadays are uncircumcised penises. Am 
| sick? How can a woman tell by looking at a 
man whether or not he's circumcised? Are 
there some nationalities or races more likely 
to have “natural” cocks? This may seem 
ridiculous to you, but I'm now having diffi- 
culty reaching orgasm with circumcised 
cocks. Please try to answer my ques- 
tions. —Debbie. 


\'m happy to see that anyone can get off on 


Except for one small thing, he could have been the south's greatest leader” 
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something as simple and natural as an un- 
circumcised cock, but, really, what differ- 
ence does it make? But then | suppose 
that's what makes it hot—the difference. |n 
the United States uncircumcised cocks are 
becoming something of a rarity. If you really 
want your fill of these more “natural” 
penises, you should try a trip to Europe or 
South America. They're more plentiful over- 
seas and down below. Screw with enough 
of them, however, and the novelty will prob- 
ably wear off. 


UNDER HER THUMB 

My problem concerns my intense submis- 
sive desires. While in real life | would be the 
last person to be used or stepped on, in 
fantasy nothing turns me on more than a 
beautiful woman treating me like dirt be- 
neath her feet. | cream at the thought of 
some chick using me for her pleasure and 
then rewarding me by grinding her feet into 
my face, 

I'm sure I'm luckier than most who have 
similar desires, because | have a fantastic 
girl friend who allows me some satisfaction 
From the very start she knew | was “kinky” 
by the way | would kiss her feet while mak- 
ing out. One night, while watching televi- 
sion downstairs on the couch, | pulled her 
leg on top of me so that her foot was stuck in 
my face and the head of my cock rubbing 
her calf. | was nude, and Cynthia was fully 
dressed. As she continued to watch televi- 
sion, | buried my face in the sole of her foot 
and proceeded to get off on her leg. 

All of this brings me to my problem. While 
Cynthia does allow me the occasional ben- 
efits of her leg, my groveling at her feet 
doesn't do a thing for her (and | can't say 
that | blame her), We are quite compatible 
and comfortable with each other in most 
other regards and are considering mar- 
riage, though we realize there may be 
others out there (however hard they are to 
find) who might be more compatible for 
each of us. 

Are there other women out there who 
might get off on the power of stepping on a 
man and yet not be the domineering-bitch 
type in real life? If there are such women, 
where and how do ! go about finding 
them?—S.R.T. 


Because of society's taboo on submissive 
men, most males of your persuasion have 
to seek out prostitutes in order to find willing 
partners. Since even prostitutes often don't 
care to service such masochistic men, your 
only alternative, unfortunately, might be to 
frequent an S&M brothel. For many 
masochists the idea of having to pay a 
woman only adds to the sexual thrill. 
Others, however, just don't like the thought 
of paying for their sex. If this is true of you, 
the going is going to be a lot rougher—and 
I'm not referring to the degree of pleasura- 
ble physical abuse you are hoping to find. 
Most women you meet at bars, at work, and 
at parties just aren't into a man who enjoys 
groveling at their feet. No doubt there are a 
number of men who enjoy women as 
slaves, but society as a whole isn't liber- 
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ated enough (yet) to accept the reverse 
situation—the man prostrate and the 
woman as dominator. 

Have you tried contacting the 
Eulenspiegel Society in New York City? 
This is an S&M club that is quite 
acceptable—meaning they don't throw 
orgies—and they might be able to help you 
with your special problem. It's a hard life, 
but I'm sure you'll enjoy the ride—even if 
you're wearing the saddle. 

It's unfortunate that outlets for one’s 
masochistic pleasures are so clandestine. 
Even “normal” sex involves role playing 


A SWING IN TIME 

| have a serious problem, and | don't think 
“Dear Abby” would understand. | have 
been married to Susan for six years. Before 
we married, we dated for three and a half 
years. Now Susan is twenty-five, and I'm 
twenty-eight. 

Susan has not “known” any man but me. 
Though | can't say | was a virgin when we 
met, | wan't exactly a superstud either. Dur- 
ing the years before our marriage, we had 
some of the best sex imaginable. More im- 
portant than how or what, we discovered 
many fantastic variations and thrived on 
oral sex, We enjoyed sex at least twice a 
week and sometimes five times a week, The 
problem started when we got married. 
Though our honeymoon in the Bahamas 
was fun, it was not so because of our sex 
life. We had sexual relations once (not even 


on our wedding night), and that was more 
out of ceremony than desire. From that 
moment on, it was all downhill. 

Over the next five years, sex became, at 
best, a monthly thing. It may be my fault, 
but | think | have tried everything. The only 
good thing to result is our little daughter. 

When Susan went back to her parents’ 
home in New York, my second problem oc- 
curred. Her name is Jesse. She’s a sweet, 
innocent, and beautiful young girl. She re- 
minded me a lot of what Susan was like a 
few years ago, and | couldn't resist trying 
Jesse responds to every phase of my 
lovemaking. | can run my tongue across her 
vaginal lips for hours at a time and play with 
her clitoris for an eternity. She responds by 
running her tongue up and down my cock 
until it’s ready to explode and then takes it 
into her mouth. She swallows my sperm as 
if it were champagne and caresses my 
cock and balls as if they were a beloved 
puppy. 

! told Jesse what the situation was when | 
met her. | told Susan about Jesse after my 
first relations with her. Both accepted it. 
Each wanted to meet the other, and | ar- 
ranged it. | introduced them to each other, 
and they got along fine. Susan especially 
seems to like the arrangement, probably 
because my bothering her for sex is less 
frequent and my attitude at home is much 
more relaxed. 

Jesse is not so happy. She wants to live 
with me. She says that she doesn't mind 
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sharing me, but many nights she stays 
awake wanting my cock. It really bothers 
her when she thinks | may be getting it on 
with Susan—and more so if she thinks I'm 
doing nothing and wasting it. 

Jesse has gone so far as to ask Susan 
(they have become friends) if she could 
move in with us, and Susan is thinking 
about it. Do you think this could work out? 
Could Susan have latent lesbian tenden- 
cies? What would be the legal ramifications 
of having, virtually, two wives? 

| really don't know what to do. | love 
Susan and wish our sex life was normal, so 
that | would not want another girl. | love 
Jesse, on the other hand, but in a different 
way—because we "fit" so well together. | 
don't want to keep them apart, because it 
looks like we could be one big, happy fam- 
ily, but | wonder how this arrangement will 
affect my baby daughter as she grows 
up.—T.P. 


It seems like an ideal situation to me. Of 
course, it is more difficult for three to get 
along than two, which is probably the rea- 
son why so many of those communes back 
in the sixties are no longer in existence. But 
why not give it a try? The worse that can 
happen ts that Jesse will leave you. Then 
again, maybe Susan will leave you. On third 
thought, maybe Susan and Jesse will leave 
you together. That’s just the chance we 
swingers always take. Monogamy is some- 
times easier—but never as much fun, in my 
opinion. Those who disagree will enjoy the 
following two letters. 


MORE MONO MANIA 

I'm a twenty-year-old mother of one ten- 
month-old, beautiful girl, conceived in wild, 
passionate love with the most gentle, /ov- 
ing, imaginative man I've ever known. The 
first time | saw Sam | loved him. | was dating 
avery good-looking guy, and the other girls 
couldn't see why | wanted to give him up, 
but they could have him. All| could think of 
was that dark, well-built Indian, Sam. 

| finally got Sam, although he was quite 
shy at first. One thing led to another, and 
soon we were exploring each other in every 
way, learning each other's needs, hopes, 
and dreams, He began touching me, dur- 
ing one of our long and passionate kisses, 
in places I'd never let anyone touch me 
before. | began to feel the need to touch 
and see him. I'd seen pictures of men 
naked, but Sam's beautiful, brown cock 
and balls were the best I'd ever seen. 

We went together for a couple of years. 
Then, after Sam graduated—/ guess he 
needed some time to himse/f—we broke 
up. It really was for the best, because it 
gave us both a chance to meet new people 
and grow up a little. Although we kept in 
touch, we lived in different worlds. He 
Started seeing me again around the time of 
my graduation and soon asked me to marry 
him. We ran away and got married. That 
was two years ago, and these have been 
the happiest years of my life. 

Last night, when | was licking and suck- 
ing and kissing his magnificent cock, he 
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STALKING THE NEW STEREOTYPES 


BY NICK TOSCHES 


tallow and who carried on magnificently about her search for iden- 

tity. In chivalry, | offered her the use of my own. as | could not recall 
using it much of late, but she refused, and | was dearly hurt. The last | 
heard, she had been impregnated by a three-card-monte dealer and 
moved to a kibbutz for unwed freethinkers, somewhere near L.A., where 
she searches still. 

The search for identity has grown into a pestilence. Although that 
pack of grinning paperback psychologists who weekly jog through the 
pages of People may tell us to search within, the answers lie elsewhere, 
for the culprits of this pestilence are the media, who deface and erase 
our identities at whim. 

The media, for reasons of commerce, do not want us as we are; so 
they portray us according to their fancy and transfigure our identities 
with an eye on salability, making new and improved stereotypes of us 
just as their advertisers make new and improved sanitary napkins. 

New stereotypes for old is the business of the media. Consider the 
New Homosexual. Until recent years, the media perpetrated the 
stereotype of the sissy, who was not so much a creature of sex as of 
comedy. In 1948, the year Gore Vidal's The City and the Pillar was 
Published, Milton Berle first appeared in mock drag before an NBC 
camera, Throughout Mr. Berle's distinguished heyday, he frequently 
wrought his art in the character of a misbegotten sissy, wearing a garish 
print dress and whore-smeary lipstick. America’s upwardly mobile guf- 
fawed in the low tones of eager knowingness, while their children beheld 
Uncle Milty in soft, flannel fear. Of course, Hollywood dealt with 
homosexuality in a more adult man- 
ner. In A Very Special Favor, Rock 
Hudson pretended to be a sissy in 
order thai Leslie Caron might save 
him through vaginal therapy. The 
piéce de résistance of the media, 
however, was Liberace. There he 
sat, glimmering in the soft light of his 
Louis XIV candelabrum. Sure, 
maybe he painted his poodle's nails 
red, but at least he loved his mother. 
Anyone who dare not walk the 
stereotypical line was banished to 
that darkling plain where is neither 
life nor Merv Griffen. : 

All that has changed. The media 
have now invented the New Gay 
Murderer, a sex-crazed homosex- 
ual who stalks our civilization in black 
leather and chains, deployed like an 
avenging cock-gunner in forbidding 
waterfront dives whose names—the 
Spike, the Ramrod—are the sound 
of evil's will. Newspapers once told 
of hairdressers in cashmere, of inte- 
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rior decorators whose Siamese cats were chosen to complement beige 
walls. Now they tell of gay atrocities, of California trash-baggings and 
Texas butcherings. The media have put Liberace to the pasture of 
pension. They now embrace the maniacal gay killer of Looking for Mr. 
Goodbar. And somewhere at Newsweek an editor sits smoking filtered 
cigarettes and writing a survey of gay S&M fashions. She strives for 
newness, alliteration, and accuracy. 

What the media have done to blacks grimly suggests that stereotyp- 
ing is a cyclic thing. The media began their impudent affair with blacks 
by inventing shuffling darkies whose eyes and teeth shone in darkened 
theaters, as their voices rang with songs like the 1910 hit “Plant a 
Watermelon on My Grave and Let the Juice Soak Through.” Then 
Charlton Comics published Negro Romance, for surely Buckwheat and 
Farina must have their literature. In 1950 CBS brought Beulah from radio 
to television; the following year, Amos 'n’ Andy. 

By the mid-sixties the media had recast blacks, for equality was now a 

good investment. (The media's concept of racial equality is best ex- 
pressed in the sententious words of Sammy Davis, Jr.: “All men are 
created bland.”) We were now presented with the spy-scholar of / Spy, 
the black one-of-the-guys of Hogan's Heroes, Lieutenant Uhura of Star 
Trek, the electronics expert of Mission: Impossible, and the American 
history teacher of Room 222. Bill Cosby appeared on talk shows once a 
month to answer affirmatively the question, “Gee, you actually went to 
college; isn't that right, Bill?” Sammy Davis, Jr., gave his power sign, and 
the media slept the sleep of the just. 
Then came the revolution. Newsmen refused to speak with any black 
man who was not wearing a beret 
and a bandolier. The results were 
frightening: / Spy was canceled, 
then Mission: Impossible, then Star 
Trek. Arose from the flames of the 
revolution a new media creature: 
Linc of The Mod Squad. Eldridge 
Cleaver fled the country. 

Now the cycle has come full, and 
today we have the New Black En- 
tertainer. Once again the media 
have turned down the lights to let 
eyes and teeth shine. The Motown- 
Casablanca coproduction of Thank 
God It's Friday, where black per- 
formers like the Commodores and 
Donna Summer grinningly entertain 
a predominantly white crowd of par- 
tygoers, is frighteningly close in form 
and spirit to such prewar films as 
Stormy Weather and Tales of Man- 
hattan. Only the music has 
changed—for the worse, at that. And 
although CBS withdrew Beulah and 
Amos 'n' Andy from syndication in 
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1966, the seventies have so far 
given us two black series, That's 
My Mama and What's Happen- 
ing!!, that feature Beulah-type 
mamas. Throughout all this 
Sammy Davis, Jr., the media's 
token Proteus, has remained visi- 
ble. At first. he yelled. “Peace and 
love!” Then he yelled, “Power to 
the people!” Nowadays he sagely 
yells, “Plop, Ptop, Fizz, Fizz!” 
Occupational stereotypes have 
also undergone surgery beneath 
the media's knife. Ten years ago 
rock stars were portrayed as 
grubby and rebellious ingestors of 
chromosome-damaging sub- 
stances. Now we have the New 


Stewart: conservative chic. 


Rock Superstar, the chic and 
conservative sipper of poolside fiz- 
zes. From revolution to Revion. 
How did Rod and Britt feel when 
they awoke that chill, Kafkaesque 
moming and found that they had 
been transformed into Steve and 
Eydie? Kick out the jambs, moth- 
erfucker, but be careful not to scuff 
your Guccis. 

Our media have about-faced on 
the union-man stereotype. The 
poor, soot-faced, oppressed work- 
ers of old movies like Strike and 
The Agitator have been replaced 
by the New Union Slob of Blue 
Collar and FI.S.T. Magazines now 
run ads for the National Right to 
Work Legal Defense Foundation, 
ads that tell of workers victimized 
by unions. Perhaps this has some- 
thing to do with the media’s own 
dealings with printers’ and 
cameramen’s unions. We must 
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turn to Tom Brokaw, or someone 
like him, for our answers. As it is 
writ on the wall of the M-G-M 
cafeteria men’s room: “Life is 
funny.” 

Criminals have risen from scum 
to celebrities with the guiding 
hands of the media. Instead of get- 
ting dragged to the electric chair, 
like Cagney in Angels with Dirty 
Faces, the New Celebrity Crimi- 
nal now gets a lavish amount of 
money to tell his story. Oscar Ken- 
dall, a man who was arrested in 
1976 for raping anumber of women 
while he posed as photographer 
Richard Avedon, is to receive 
$100,000 for the rights to his biog- 
raphy. Jerry Rosenberg. a man 
who has been in prison since 1963 
for the murder of two cops, sold 
movie rights to his life story. He 
wrote the screenplay in Attica, and 
production is now under way. Wil- 
liam Faulkner, whose advance for 
The Sound and the Fury was $200, 
was obviously in the wrong line of 
work. 

Sometimes factions of the media 
change their own stereotypes. Crit- 
ics, those perfidious, show-closing 
bastards of old, are now the New 
Admen. Regard Pauline Kael wet- 
ting her panties over Robert 
Altman. Judith Crist simply rear- 
ranges her words of polite pleas- 
ance for each new film (unless 
Clint Eastwood or Charles Bronson 
is in it). If you take Rex Reed at his 
word, you might believe there are 
at least twenty ten-best films every 
year. Clive Barnes, it seems, 
merely rolls two dice, the sides of 
which bear shabby adjectives. (On 


Sylvester Stallone as the New Union Slob in F1.S.7. 


Neil Simon's Chapter Two: “Down- 
right hilarious. A lovely, touching, 
moving play!” The noun play is one 
of the few in his vocabulary, but he 
employs it well.) 

Athletes have altered their stereo- 
type with the aid of the media. Once 
our cultural hard guys, they now 
have agents and remove the hair 
between their eyebrows with wax. 
They once spat globs of tobacco 
juice; now they cap their teeth and 
engage in sensitivity encounters. 
Twenty years ago, Yogi Berra en- 
dorsed Yoo Hoo. Now Joe Namath 
lies there in panty hose, dreaming of 
his next Brut check, the epitome of 
the New Athletic Shill. Rare is the 
professional athlete, like Ted Sim- 
mons of the St. Louis Cardinals, 
who would not put on a Playtex gir- 
dle if propositioned. Some of them, 
like David Kopay, even step out 
of the closet if the advance is big 
enough. 

There is no telling where all this 
will end. Even the dead are not im- 
mune. The old stereotype of the 
dead was: “They're gone; that's it.” 
Now the New Dead are made to 
revive themselves shortly after ex- 
piration and tell their afterlife expe- 
riences to Tom Snyder. 

No one is safe. They can change 
us in our sleep. You will jog. First a 
few times around the block, then a 
mile, then. ... Then you are in 
People, playing tennis with 
Richard Benjamin. 

Identities, stereotypes, swarm 
over us like the fast. pastel flashes 
of astroboscope. Try to stay whole. 
In times of stress, remain nonde- 
script, lest you become New. 


DAYS OF OUR LIVES 


ne day archaeologists 
will open a time capsule 
found floating over the 


San Andreas fault, and leafing 
through a stack of Rod McKuen 
calendars they will wonder why any 
people would want to celebrate 
Monday, the worst day of the week. 
Nineteen seventy-nine is almost 
upon us, and it’s good to remember 
that the last year of any decade has 
usually been a relatively benign 
three hundred sixty-five days. 
True, the stock market once took a 
dip, Hitler invaded Poland, Tokyo 
Rose got hers, Nixon fought 
Khrushchev over a Westinghouse, 
and Ted Kennedy went late-night 
swimming off Chappaquiddick. But 
things could always be worse. 

For the most part calendars can 
be broken into two categories: 
those that celebrate Mondays and 
all our other traditional holidays, 
and those that give attention to less 
momentous occasions, like the cir- 
cumcision of Jesse James or the 
birth of Women's Lib. The latter 
type are always more fun, and Mad 
Haines’ Calendar of Criminal 
Capers (Two Continents, $4.95) is 
one of the best for trivia of a lethal 
persuasion. Where else would you 
learn that Mr. George “Brides in the 
Bath” Smith was hanged on Friday, 
August 13, 1951, or that ground 
glass got to Mrs, Pritchard on Jan- 
uary 5, 1865? Andy Donato's illus- 
trations are appropriately gross, 
and Mother's Day is not mentioned 
once. Also inspired is The Druids: 
Another Kind of Time (Cahill & 
Co., $4.95), which claims that 


young virgins dreaming of a man 
upon St. Agnes's Eve (January 20) 
have seen their salvation, so to 
speak. That the Zodiac Calendar 
(Grosset & Dunlap, $4.95) should 
note February 2 as the birth date of 
both James Joyce and Farrah 
Fawcett-Majors is an act of great 
courage. (But then maybe they 
don't share the same rising sign— 
it makes all the difference.) 

While There Is a Soul in Prison 
. .. (War Resisters League, 
$3.95) is dedicated to Eugene V. 
Debs, who was imprisoned for op- 
posing World War |. Debs ran for 
president in 1920 from his cell in 
the Atlanta Federal Penitentiary 
and got a million votes. Lesser 
achievements in prison history, 
such as Attica, are also noted on 
their respective dates. Unfortu- 
nately, it's more difficult to tell 
where lie the sensibilities of Heavy 
Metal (Two Continents, $4.95). 
What can you say about a calendar 
that lists the Star Wars premiere 
(May 22) alongside Sir Arthur 
Conan Doyle's quote: “Only one 
percent of humanity actually goes 
to hell"? Hopeful, we suppose. 
Then there's Len Hollreiser’s The 
Sports Fan’s Calendar (Crowell, 
$3.95), which lists a broken record 
for every day of the year. Too bad 
the artis so heinous that Billie Jean 
King ends up looking a lot like 
Casey Stengel with glasses. Then 
again. . . 

Surprisingly, among the art 
calendars, The Egyptian Calen- 
dar of the Gods: King Tutankh- 
amen (Grosset & Dunlap, $4.95) 
gives space to our more traditional 
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holidays but not to Tut's birthday. 
The class act here, however, is the 
impressive Buried Treasures of 
Pompeii (American Museum of 
Natural History, $4.95). The photo 
teproductions are so good that you 
almost wish you had been there. 
The big days are even noted in the 
First X-Rated Coloring Calendar 
(Two Continents, $4.95): St. Valen- 
tine’s Day is observed with a cock- 
in-the-box drawing, and a 
Beardsley-like ode to cunnilingus 
is used for Mother's Day. Regard- 
ing good taste, we're not preju- 
diced, but the girls in the Dallas 
Cowboys Cheerleaders calendar 
(Dell, $5.95) look like a bunch of 
rejects from a touring company of 
The Best Little Whorehouse in 
Texas. Also to be avoided is The 
Woman's Day Chocolate Lover’s 
Calendar (Workman, $4.95), Just 
gazing over its photos is good for a 
pimple. 

If calendar art is any indication, 
fantasy will soon replace sci-fi as 
the hot, new trend. And the Patrick 
Woodroffe calendar (Simon & 


5 Schuster, $4.95) is sure to be a 


classic, A field of broken statues 


reminds one of Dali, and Hun- 
dertwasser seems to have inspired 
an ocean afloat with playing card 
kings and queens. One thing's for 
sure; when they get around to 
doing a remake of Alice in Wonder- 
land, Woodroffe should get the job. 
His work is also featured in Dragon 
(Simon & Schuster, $4.95), but the 
real standouts in this calendar col- 
lection of fantasy artists are the 
sensuously malevolent beasts of 
Tim White. Less demented is Vi- 
sions (Harmony, $4.95), another 
fantasy collection calendar. Imag- 
ine van Gogh working for the Dis- 
ney studios and you have an idea 
of the artwork: weird but benign. 
Milder yet are the silky Valkyrian 
nudes in the Rainmaker Calendar 
(the distributors, $6.95) by Earl 
Hokens, who is something of a hip 
Vargas. If that’s possible. 

Worse than last year’s calendar 
is this year's calendar with last 
year's fad stuck on it. Enter John 
Travolta, who says that his new 
greased-back look in the John 
Travolta Calendar (Windmill, 
$4.95) may “bring back the 
glamour of Valentino.” For us it re- 
calls the acting ability of Crawford 
and Streisand, who without their 
hairdressers would be back in 
Bayonne, waiting on tables. Nine- 
teen seventy-eight was also the 
year that the camera discovered 
dance, or vice versa, and so now 
we have the Dance Calendar 
(Workman, g 
$4.95), 
complete 
with Her- 
bert Migdoll's 
rather gooey Turning Point 
photos and text by Robert Joffrey 
that serves the Joffrey Dance 
Company quite well. This should 
do for ballet what Valentino did for 
Nureyev's acting career. Also sure 
to die is the Incredible Hulk. (Imag- 
ine the Jolly Green Giant with a 
terminal case of the crabs and you 
get the Hulk.) The Incredible Hulk 
also stands for the ego of its cre- 
ator, Stan Lee, who has treated us 
to the pictures and birth dates of 
the Marvel Comics staff in the In- 
credible Hulk Calendar (Simon & 
Schuster, $4.95). Speaking of 
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guts, there's the Pumping Iron 
Calendar (Simon & Schuster, 
$3.95). Quotes and biceps by Ar- 
nold Schwarzenegger are fea- 
tured. Arnold's body is big, and his 
mind is... well, take it from Arnold: 
“Actually, it never comes across my 
mind, you know, that lam some- 
thing special. Barbara reminds me 
sometimes. You know. she says. ‘Do 
you realize that you are as good in 
yourfield. . .as President Carterisin 
his?’ | have to think about it, and it 
goes through my mind again, and | 
think: yeah.” Yeah. 

How long before secretaries 
take down their “Beat of a Different 
Drummer” posters and put up the 
Gorey Endings calendar (Work- 
man, $3.95)? Ah, how post-Nor- 
man Rockwell-decadent we've 
become! But pursue the postured 
cynicism of Edward Gorey far 
enough and you come up with the 
calculated whimsy of the Cat 
Calendar (Workman, $3.95), 
which must be a lot like the cat 
book Woody Allen told Diane 
Keaton to forget about in Annie 
Hail. \f publishers would only put 
out a calendar with the word death 
in its title —Robert Hofler 


PAIN AND PLEASURE 


(Liv Ullmann) asks her mother, 

the famous Swedish concert 
pianist Charlotte Andergast (Ingrid 
Bergman), to visit her and her cler- 
gyman husband at their country par- 
sonage in Norway. The mother, 
weary from work and age and from 
watching at the deathbed of her 
longtime lover and companion, 
Leonardo, an Italian cellist, gratefully 
accepts—despite a history of 
strained relations with her daughter 
and the fact that seven years have 
passed since they last met. 

So, one lovely day, in a flurry of 
luggage and high fashion, Char- 
lotte arrives at the quiet house. And 
within minutes she learns from the 
calmly solicitous Eva that another 
daughter, Helena (Lena Nyman), 
wholly paralyzed and unable even 
to speak from an irreversible dis- 
ease of the nervous system, is al- 
ready ensconced in a bedroom up- 
stairs. The restful visit is about to 
become a mother’s nightmare— 
which is the subject of Ingmar 
Bergman's superb new movie, Au- 
tumn Sonata. 

Autumn Sonata represents one 
extreme of Bergman's style, an ex- 
treme that we remember best from 
Persona (1965) and that he has 
refined to an instrument of great 
concentration and purity, Perhaps 
three-fourths of the film is in 
close-up, usually medium close-up 
and usually juxtaposing the two 
women, mother and daughter. The 
principal relief from such close-ups 
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comes through tableaulike flash 

backs—the hospital room. where 
Leonardo dies, scenes from Eva's 
sad and lonely childhood, Helena’s 
last days as a functioning human 
being—that are never more than 
illustrations for dialogue or mem- 
ory. The effect is to enhance the 
presence and aura of the women, 
who are not only fictional charac- 
ters fatally bound by the drama but 
also two of the movies’ greatest ac- 
tresses. The film is never unaware 
of this. The story of the glamorous 
Swedish performer who deserts 
husband and family to join an Ital- 
ian artist of course recalls the 
real-life Ingrid Bergman. And the 
child who plays the neglected Eva 
as a little girl in the flashbacks is 
Linn Ulimann, daughter of Liv 
Ulimann and Ingmar Bergman. 
This is by no means simple self- 
indulgence; it is part and parcel of 
the ways in which the film builds its 
meaning. 

Ingrid Bergman naturally began 
her career in Swedish movies. But 
for most of us, I'd guess she'd be 
the Scandinavian accent to the 
beautiful image of a rather dignified 
sexiness—especially during the 
1940s, in films like Gaslight, Casa- 
blanca, or Notorious. An even 
more interesting period followed, in 
the 1950s, under the direction of 
Roberto Rossellini, but it is not so 


well known, because she was 
being semiofficially boycotted in 
this country on idiotic grounds of 
personal immorality. To see her 
now, sixty-four years old, still very 
beautiful, speaking her own lan- 
guage in what may be the most 
demanding and the finest perfor- 
mance of her life, is to realize again 
what an incredible interdepen- 
dency the movies are—and to 
what an extent an apparently self- 
contained “chamber” film like Au- 
tumn Sonata can draw on what has 
been lived before and outside it to 
make sense of the life within. 
Ingmar Bergman has said that 
his film is about love, “love as our 
sole chance for survival.” Perhaps. 
But from where | sit, it seems to be 
about pain and suffering—and | 
wouldn't say it gives good odds on 
anyone's chances “for survival.” 
Mostly, the pain is emotional—the 
pain that Eva felt from her mother's 
indifference and that she now turns 
on Charlotte with an unrelenting in- 
tensity approaching torture. Some- 
times the pain is physical, as for 
Helena, with her disease-wracked 
body, And occasionally it will be 
both together, as in the film's 
climax; and that can bring such a 
cacophony of accusation, self- 
defense, and outright agony as to 
render the situation absurd rather 
than moving. Ingmar Bergman is 


no perfect artist, and you often do 
have to accept his ridiculous to get 
tohis sublime. But you can get toit, 
and whatever the embarrassments 
(even a whole movie's worth, as in 
his recent The Serpent's Egg), 
there will be an extra measure of 
splendor for redemption. 

Thus the most wonderful pas- 
sage in Autumn Sonata isn't the 
overwrought climax but rather a 
scene in which the film takes time 
to play through a Chopin prelude 
on the piano twice—once so that 
Eva can show her mother what she 
can do, and once so that Charlotte 
can demonstrate her own interpre- 
tation. Charlotte's description of 
the music as “calm, clear, harsh,” 
expressing “pain, not reverie,” 
might almost be a motto for the 
best parts of the movie. And the 
camera's treatment of the play- 
ing—especially one uninterrupted, 
virtuoso sweep from a hand on a 
keyboard, along an arm, up to In- 
grid Betgman’s face—might 
epitomize its method. For all its 
deep feeling and sincerity, Autumn 
Sonata is also a work of theatrical 
virtuosity and even wit. It wants to 
call attention to the off-camera 
lives of its leading ladies, to the 
careful deglamorizing of Liv 
Ullmann, even to so small a coup 
as showing that the hand on the 
piano keyboard really belongs to 
the star of the film. 


Many people won't know about 
Walter Gutman, at least not in this 
context, because his films, all eight 
of them, are generally short and 
shot in 16 millimeter and because 
they are subject to somewhat spe- 
cialized release. For example, the 
latest, The Erotic Signal, just an 
hour long, opened this season's 
American Filmmakers Series at 
New York's Whitney Museum. 
That's not quite Radio City Music 
Hall (at this stage I'd say it's a bit 
more viable than Radio City), but it 
is prestige. And Gutman can count 
some vocal fans, including New 
York Times critic Vincent Canby 
and me. 

Some years ago Walter Gutman 
made money, and a reputation, in 
the stock market. He even wrote 
his own successful tip sheet—The 
Gutman Letter—which, given the 
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The Erotic Signal: a respect for sexual preferences. 


preferences of its author, had as 
much to do with art and thought as 
with the financial averages. A good 
occasional painter and a friend to 
artists, Gutman had for a while 
backed some independent movies. 
But his talent became apparent 
only when he began making his 
own films, both erotic and dramat- 
ic-historical. Here are some titles: 
Circus Girls, Muscles and Flow- 
ers, The Grape Dealer's Daughter; 
and. on the other hand, Benedict 
Arnold, Martha Washington, The 
March on Paris of Generaloberst 
Alexander von Kluck and His 
Memory of Jessie Hollady. Gut- 
man likes women, preferably 
strong women—acrobats, lady 
wrestlers. He also likes history, es- 
pecially historical anecdotes. And 
he happens to be seventy-six 
years old. That last fact is impor- 
tant because it confers on one who 


is crazy about women the image of 
being either heroically foolish or 
very wise. Gutman suggests a 
good deal of both—along with a 
genuine respect for anyone's sex- 
ual preferences, including his own. 

Walter Gutman wrote, directed, 
and photographed The Erotic Sig- 
nal, which is how his movies usu- 
ally get made. As with the rest of 
them, he narrates it, too—which is 
why they get made, since he 
seems a born talker with a fund of 
observation that doesn’t always 
mateh the image on the sercen. 
Somewhere near the middle of The 
Erotic Signal, while we're watching 
an exceptionally pretty naked 
young aerialist (Mia Wolf) on a 
trapeze, Gutman begins expound- 
ing on the beauty of strong girls’ 
arms. This reminds him of a certain 
portrait of Diane de Poitiers 
(1499-1566), mistress of Henri Il 


of France. His discourse then 
branches off into musculature in 
Renaissance paintings of women 
generally, into the private life of 
Henri Il, and finally into an inspec- 
tion of the Chateau d'Anet, which 
Diane had Henri build for her, a key 
monument of sixteenth-century 
French architecture, Somehow 
we have moved from a girl on a 
swing to ivy on an ancient wall— 
which connect simply because 
Gutman, the most absent-mind- 
ed of pornographers, wants them 
to connect. 

Erotic signals may come from 
feet or backs or—of course— 
muscles. Gutman has stories 
about them all. Sometimes the sto- 
ries are weird, like his account of 
finding a girl's severed foot— 
really—in a New York City trash 
pile, and sometimes they are in- 
spired, But his form in general 
amounts to a kind of filmed essay, 
more acceptable than most be- 
cause it is so open and so relaxed 
and because it appreciates that the 
movie image can be a means of 
contemplation so long as some 
busybody filmmaker doesn't tell us 
what to look for. 

His dramatic films—the histo- 
ries—look like inspired home 
movies. His erotic films—which | 
prefer—really are home movies, 
by a man with a remarkable ability 
to make himself at home. Not 
exactly hidden in each is the ques- 
tion of the artist's relation to his 
subject matter—or, if you'd rather, 
the director's relations with his 
female star. In this case I'd suspect 
the director gets taken advantage 
of, which I'd also suspect he 
doesn't mind, because he’s both 
too smart and too foolish to ask for 
anything less or more. 

As with everything else, there 
must be a morality pertaining to 
how old men should love young 
women. With a sense of humor, 
surely, and much indulgence, and 
with a film conviction that you're 
making a fool of yourself for a 
worthy cause. Gutman seems to 
have all three, especially the last. 
And he has something more, be- 
cause even the voyeur of the well- 
rounded leg or arm muscle can 
prove himself a visionary on the 
magic screen.—Roger Greenspun 
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HEALERS AND MORALS 


4 ke human body is a ma- 
chine without parallel. It is 
superior to that of all other 

animals in the quality of its control 
mechanism, the brain, and 
superior to all merely mechanical 
machines in its brain, in its durabil- 
ity, and in its capacity for adapta- 
tion. 

The body is also a thing of ex- 
ceptional vulnerability, absurd inef- 
ficiencies, and wayward willful- 
ness. Its talent for self-destruction 
is seldom matched in nature. Its 
design. while more or less sublime, 
features such inexplicable mis- 
takes and irrelevancies as the 
back, which was not made for walk- 
ing upright. and the appendix. 
which has no discoverable pur- 
pose except the enrichment of sur- 
geons. H. L. Mencken con- 
templated the bod and concluded 
that it must have been invented by 
acommittee, the cosmic secretari- 
at. This was the only way he could 
explain the elbow. 

Well, medicine rolls merrily 
along, as we are all made increas- 
ingly aware by the controversies 
that surround its every exertion. 

In the United States most physi- 
cians are petty capitalists, operat- 
ing medical practices for personal 
profit. This arrangement has the 
sanction of tradition, but it has be- 
come less defensible as times 
have changed. It is the source of 
many problems in health and 
medicine that seem peculiarly 
American. The doctor's education 
is heavily subsidized by public 
funds. He does his heaviest hitting 
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in public or charity-owned hospi- 
tals. He has no hesitation in peti- 
tioning for government relief—as 
he did, for example, in dealing with 
the malpractice insurance crisis of 
recent years. Yet he bravely, and 
greedily, insists on his status as a 
private practitioner, doing his 
medicine for profit. 

One result of this system is that 
doctors seldom know as much as 
they need to know. Because the 
average physician insists on indi- 
vidual responsibility (and profit), 
he functions—or tries to—pretty 
much as a one-man band, What- 
ever his specialty or claimed area 
of expertise, he acts as though he 
knows everything to be known 
within it—what treatments to im- 
pose, what pills to prescribe, and 
what other experts to call in. 

An unusual, and persuasively 
damning, account of one way in 
which this system of assumed 
medical infallibility breaks down is 
offered by William A. Siler in Death 
by Prescription (Sherbourne, 
$11.95), written with Michael R. 
Sawdey and Barbara C. Meihoef- 
er. Siler is a pharmacist. Like al- 
most everyone else within 
medicine, he knows more than 
enough horror stories. Those he 
tells in this book all involve drugs 
given to the wrong patients, with 
homicidal or otherwise damaging 
results. The book has a simple 
message: pharmacists are not just 
whey-faced pushers of Bufferin 
and Preparation H but trained pro- 
fessionals, more knowledgeable 
about drugs than most physicians. 
Yet they intrude on the doctor's 
power to prescribe only at peril to 
their profits (ifthey own drugstores) 
or their jobs (if they work in stores or 
hospitals). Siler’s book is really 
about the doctor as corporeal deity. 
It is somewhat gothic in tone but 
well worth your time if you enjoy 
being spooked and outraged si- 
multaneously. 

A more extensive survey of the 
same general subject—the doctor 
as God—is John Guinther's The 
Malpractitioners (Anchor, 
$10.00), a thorough and hair- 
raising account of medicine's re- 
cent troubles in the courts. 
Guinther offers a long roll of actual 
lawsuits, taken from assorted legal 
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and medical sources: the welfare 
mother's daughter who died of a 
burst appendix while she was 
being refused treatment except for 
minor illnesses; the infant stricken 
blind and retarded by spinal 
meningitis while the doctor insisted 
he had tonsillitis; the woman 
doomed to an early death because 
an absent-minded technician re- 
versed an X ray, so that her healthy 


kidney was removed. 

Siler wants doctors to consult 
more with druggists. Guinther 
stresses the need to weed out in- 
competents. Both authors buy into 
the present medical system but 
want it reformed. Yet their books 
can also be read as more funda- 
mental indictments. Given the 
power at their disposal and the in- 
formation they must try to retain, all 
doctors must behave incompe- 
tently sometimes. And it would ap- 
pear that they must also give the 
greatest leeway to each other to 
heal or maim or whatever: the ethic 
of private practice requires mutual 


nonintervention. a condition most 
readily demonstrated by the prolif- 
eration of quacks and the ineffec- 
tive exposure of such charlatans 
from within the trade. 

Malpractice suits are a sorry way 
to police medicine. They can be 
employed only after the fact of 
damage. They do not automatically 
prevent repetition or cost incompe- 
tents their licenses. They cause 


good doctors to practice expensive 
and cautious medicine out of fear 
of the courts. And they are intrinsi- 
cally unfair, given the limitations of 
juries in judging such matters. 

Yet the doctor who insists on his 
right to a private practice and who 
refuses to police his own profes- 
sion must somehow be held ac- 
countable. Malpractice suits may 
be the best means now at hand. 
When state legislatures rush 
in—as all of them have in the past 
few years—to limit the doctor's lia- 
bility for malpractice, they are re- 
ally meddling in the world of busi- 
ness. What a great hoopla would 


ensue if legislators offered similar 
consideration to hardware store 
owners or siding salesmen.— 
Patrick Owens 


DOGGIE PAPERS 


emember those wonder- 
ful, free wheeling years 
of self-exploration, self- 


awareness, and self-indulgence so 
aptly dubbed the “Me Decade” by 
Tom Wolfe? Well, if the Me Decade 
had a mascot, it was certainly that 
most vain, hedonistic, and self-re- 
liant of creatures, the cat. But, in- 
evitably, the Me Decade has ap- 
proached its autumn. Spiritual 
questers are returning to jobs. Men 
are returning to wives. And generic 
man is returning to that most loyal 
beast, the true pal of home and the 
nuclear family, that ancient ally that 
has patiently waited out all the 
foolishness. | refer, of course, to 
Canis familiaris . 

Take it as a sign of the times: dog 
books are here again. You will ar- 
gue, naturally, that everything you 
ever wanted to know about dogs 
has been written (and read): a 
complete library of canine lore, 
books that tell how to select, adopt, 
train, heal, show, care for, love, 
even sell a dog. All this is true. But 
two new books offer some pleas- 
ant surprises. 

While the Dog Catalogue 
(Macmillan, $16.95) is reminiscent 
of the Cat Catalogue (or, traveling 
back to the sixties, the Whole Earth 
Catalogue), the material is bright, 
informative, and chock-full of 
goodies. Crammed into 300 slick 
pages is a doggie ragout of trivia, 
medical how-to, lore and legend, 
book reviews, gadgetry, travel tips, 
and enough uplifting tales of Black- 
ie and Ol’ Yaller to convert even a 
loutish canine kicker like W. C. 
Fields into a psychotic zoophile. 
(Zoophilia has been defined by a 
cerlain Dr. C, L. Dana as a “pas- 
sion for animals, a disease attack- 
ing morbid lovers of pets.") 

Here are tips on getting Spot to 
do tricks (not the LBJ way— 
hoisting the yelping White House 
beagle, Him, by.his ears, a stunt 
that obliged photographers and 
horrified a nation). Here are obedi- 
ence-training hints, strategies 


Amy Carter With First Dog Grits, a mutt. 


ranging from dropping the Yellow 
Pages to dribbling Tabasco sauce 
in the offending pooch's mouth. 
Dread losing the lovable guy? 
Here's how to have him tattooed 
with his own personal !D, Can't 
bear to be without him? While film- 
ing in England, Dick and Liz Burton 
once rented a $2,500-a-week 
yacht to be with their quarantined 
Pekingese and Lhasa apso. You 
can transport that gentle giant of a 
Saint Bernard from San Francisco 
to Place d’Etoile: round-trip Paris 
vacation, excluding Left Bank ho- 
tel, amere $1,454. Ifpoochie refuses 
to heel, here, too, is the address of 
the Problem Puppy School. 

Itis possible, however, that hav- 
ing browsed this diverting, en- 
lightening encyclopedia, you will 
fall into a state of profound melan- 
cholia. You will have read of an ec- 
centric Rockefeller-Dodge heiress 
who left a yearly $50,000 to feed 
choice ground sirloin to her prized 


purebreds. You will have learned 
where to have your toy poodie's 
toenails manicured. You will learn 
the rigorous AKC rules required to 
register your Neapolitan mastiff. 
Then you will gaze in muted horror 
at the scruffy, unnameable beast 
foolishly licking your shoe and may, 
at such time, consider swapping 
the alleged dog for a cat. 

Not to fear! Another book ad- 
dresses itself—with love and 
respect—to the great Silent Major- 
ity of Dogdom. Mutt (Clarkson Pot- 
ter, $6.95) is the essential book to 
have when one is forced to field 
that most embarrassing query, 
“What's that?" That, you reply 
proudly, is a mutt! Don't think of the 
paperless pooch as a mutant 
societal reject; think of him as a 
marvelous, one-of-a-kind, cus- 
tomized creature with the smarts of 
a Lassie, the bark of a German 
shepherd, the heart of a Saint Ber- 
nard, and the warmth of a beagle. 


Think mutt! urges this conscious- 
ness-raising volume. And when 
pressed, you may always quote 
George Bernard Shaw: "I like a bit 
of the mongrel myself,” said GBS, 
“whether man or dog.” 

Armed with this delightful book's 
info, you will be able to confront 
even the snootiest Borzoi owner 
with such facts as; mutts live longer 
than purebreds, and mutts can be 
every bit as famous as AKC pedi- 
grees. Take Benji, or the heart- 
warming saga of Sandy—rescued 
from a Connecticut animal shelter 
to steal the show as the star of 
Annie; and the nation’s First Dog. 
Amy Carter's Grits, is (of course!) a 
mutt. 

Because mutts lack any guaran- 
teed quality control, however, this 
book provides useful hints on how 
and where to select your dream- 
mutt, tips on pounds and shelters, 
tips on mutt maintenance, plus a 
section on mutt roots (yes, mutts 
have a proud ancestry). In keeping 
with the democratic spirit of this 
book, an entire chapter is devoted 
to combating purebred paranoia by 
staging your own Mutt of the Year 
show. At a mere $6.95, this enter- 
taining book is also democrat- 
ic.—Jonathan Black 


MIDEAST INCIDENT 


n June 8, 1976, three Is- 
raeli Mirage fighter 
planes and three Israeli 


torpedo boats attacked the U.S.S. 
Liberty, a navy spy ship that was 
stationed thirteen miles off Gaza to 
monitor Arab and Israeli communi- 
cations and movements in the con- 
flict that came to be known as the 
Six-Day War. The Liberty sus- 
tained 821 distinct machine-gun 
and cannon hits as well as a tor- 
pedo strike, suffering thirty-four 
dead and some 165 wounded from 
acrew of 279 

The incident remains officially 
unexplained. Anthony Pearson, 
journalist and adventurer, first in- 
vestigated it for Penthouse and 
now offers an extended report on it 
inConspiracy of Silence: The At- 
tack on the U.S.S. Liberty (Quar- 
tet, $9.95). No partisan of the quiet 
life, Pearson ran into no end of 
trouble in his investigation. His 


book deals with that, too, relating 
the uncommonly personal odyssey 
of a wide-ranging reporter in 
search of a challenging story. 

Pearson hit pay dirt, after collect- 
ing an assemblage of clues, with a 
general at the Pentagon who con- 
firmed or disclosed that the Liberty 
was traveling with the Andrew 
Jackson, a Polaris-class sub- 
marine. 

The mission of the Andrew 
Jackson, if it should have come to 
that, was to destroy Israeli missile 
sites to prevent both nuclear and 
nonatomic attack on civilian popu- 
lations and amenities of Baghdad, 
Cairo, and Damascus. Such an at- 
tack would have taken place only if 
Israel had virtually lost the war. 
which, of course, she won handily 
and quickly. 

According to Pearson's Penta- 
gon source, however, the Israelis 
did not know of this mission. The 
general thinks that the Israelis 
knocked out the Liberty to keep her 
from reporting Israeli troop prog- 
ress. Or, as the general puts it, “! 
think they hit her simply to stop the 
ship from passing on to Washing- 
ton the information that the Israeli 
Amy was overrunning Jordanian 
territory, in contravention of every 
agreement made with the U.S. 
government, and was planning to 
escalate the war—despite the 
U.N. call for a cease-fire—attack 
Syria, and overrun the Golan." 

Besides untangling such high 
jinks, Pearson relates the heroism 
of Capt. William McGonagle, skip- 
per of the Liberty, and of the ship's 
crew—Tom Herron 


Ee 
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or the last four years, Flora 

Purim, the auburn-haired, 

Brazilian-born jazz singer, 
has been rated as the Number One 
Female Vocalist in the annual 
Readers’ Poll of Down Beat maga- 
zine. Last year she played to nearly 
packed houses from Dallas to St. 
Paul, from New York to L.A. 

"My career,” she says, “is at its 
best.” 

But the thirty-six-year-old moth- 
er of two daughters—Niura, six- 
teen, and Diana, five—has serious 
problems. Seven years ago she 
was busted in New York on a nar- 
cotics charge. She spent eighteen 
months in a federal prison, then 
three years on parole. Now the 
United States Immigration and 
Naturalization Service is threaten- 
ing to deport her. 

Flora and her lawyers are fight- 
ing to keep her in this country on 
humanitarian grounds. If she were 
forced to leave, they contend, her 
career would be destroyed and her 
family life thrown into chaos. “I 
don’t sing Brazilian music,” she 
says. “I sing jazz music, The 
source of it is America, and the 
people who listen to me are Ameri- 
cans. My roots have been here for 
the last nineteen years. I've made a 
contribution, and | want to stay.” 

Flora’s husband, Airto Moreira, 
also Brazilian, is one of the leading 
jazz percussionists. He has be- 
come a permanent resident of the 
United States, and he faces the 
unpleasant possibility of having to 
choose between his work and his 
wife. And, of course, there are the 
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children for them to consider. 

The odds are strongly against 
Flora. “In the immigration statutes 
there’s a whole series of grounds 
indicating a person is undesirable 
as far as immigration is con- 
cerned,” says David Grunblatt, one 
of her lawyers in New York. “Some 
of these provisions have waivers. 
Drugs happens to be one of the 
strictest—there are virtually no 
waivers available.” 

There is one possibility, however. 
The immigration authorities can 
respond to Flora's appeal by grant- 
ing her case “nonpriority” status. 
That would put her into a kind of 
limbo in which deportation would 
be deferred on a year-to-year basis 
for the next ten years. Then, it she 
has had no trouble with the law 
during that period, she can apply 
for permanent residency. 

“The ‘nonpriority’ list includes 


Flora Purim; “My career is at its best." 


2.000 people with much harder of- 
fenses than mine, offenses such 
as rape and murder,” she says. 
“But these people were not de- 
ported, because they could show 
too much hardship.” 

Flora has always maintained 
that she was not guilty of the drug 
charge. The day she was arrested, 
she says, she had gone to a 
friend's apartment to pick up her 
twelve-string guitar for a recording 
session the next morning. Since 
her friend was busy in the kitchen 
with two men she'd never seen be- 
fore, Flora says, she went into the 
living room and began watching 
“Kojak” with some other guests. 
One of the strangers left, and afew 
minutes later several men rushed 
in with guns and handcuffs and 
shouted: “Nobody move. This is 
the FBI.” 

“| thought it was a joke,” Flora 


recalled in disbelief. “They didn't 
find anything on us, exceptin court 
they tried to say they found some- 
thing in my bra, and | don't even 
use a bra.” 

The authorities claimed that Flo- 
ta’s friend had sold eight ounces of 
cocaine to undercover agents in 
the kitchen, and everyone in the 
apartment was charged with con- 
Spiracy to distribute the drug. The 
man actually involved in the trans- 
action jumped bail, and in the end 
only Flora and another man stood 
trial and were convicted. 

Flora, then in her late twenties, 
says she experimented with all the 
popular drugs. But a month after 
her arrest in the fall of 1971, she 
became a scientologist—“and 
they don't allow the use of drugs.” 
In prison she gave speeches 
against drug use, and she con- 
tinues to do so when she performs, 
from time to time, for inmates 
around the country. 

Some music reviewers say that 
Flora's drug bust and the time she 
spent in jail put her in a class with 
such “lost or doomed” singers as 
Billie Holiday, Janis Joplin, and 
Bessie Smith. Now there was 
stronger identification with the pain 
and suffering of her Latin-blended, 
bluesy jazz, they say, and her ca- 
reer really took off. She moved to 
the top of Down Beat's poll for the 
first time in 1974, the year she went 
to jail, and she made her most suc- 
cessful album, Open Your Eyes, 
You Can Fly, shortly after being 
freed in late 1975. 

But jail was hard on her. At one 
point, she recalls, “| begged them 
to deport me. | begged them. | 
didn't want to be away from my 
family. | was suffering a lot. | didn't 
even want to know about music. | 
just wanted to be home with my 
family. They said, ‘No, you are 
going to have to do your time. We'll 
deport you afterward.’ | couldn't be- 
lieve it. Itisn't fair. I'm not guilty, and 
| did time for it. Even if | was guilty, | 
did time for it. Why punish me 
again?” 

“It will be a shame if Miss Purim 
is deported,” a New York Times crit- 
ic recently wrote, “especially at a 
time when she is making some of 
the best music of her career."— 
Joseph B. Treaster Om 
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By Harry Minetree 


THE LAST DAYS OF RHODESIA 


We will be landing in Salisbury, Rhodesia, in 
approximately seventeen minutes. Please 
set your watches back forty years.— 
anonymous SAA pilot 


They say in Africa that the most troubled 
countries have the fanciest airports. Not 
Rhodesia. Salisbury International resem- 
bles a warped film set from Casablanca. At 
the moment, more blood is being shed in 
Rhodesia than anywhere else in the world, 
except perhaps Cambodia. The black 
guerrilla war being waged against the 
white government of Prime Minister lan 
Smith and three “moderate” (token) blacks 
has turned the country into a moral black 
hole. And it shows. The land around Salis- 
bury, ordinarily the most beautiful in South- 
ern Africa, has been burned dry to prevent 
ambushes. Small-arms fire cracks the si- 
lence of the veldt sharply and regularly. 
Armed patrols account for more than half 
the traffic on the surrounding roads. The 
whole place is dying. 

For a while, the people tried to believe 
that the favorable kill ratios and successful 
anti-guerrilla raids reported by state-con- 
trolled radio and television proved that 
white Rhodesia was winning the war, that 
everything would be all right. But, inevita- 
bly, evidence that the government could not 
conceal -began to erode the morale of the 
white minority: black slaughter in the Tribal 
Trust lands; villages raked by machine-gun 
fire and razed by torch; fleeing farmers, 


Time is running out 
on the only 
remaining African 
colony 


hysterical from grief and horror. Soon the 
tattered parade of refugees into Salis- 
bury—first 100, then 200, then 500 a 
day—corroborated what Radio Rhodesia 
had denied. The official word was that 
Salisbury was secure from terrorist attack 
It was repeated daily. And then, one day, 
blue-coveralled police reservists—bar- 
bers, bakers, unstrung schoolmasters— 
appeared with ancient shotguns and 
began cordoning off random areas of the 
city, searching cars and pedestrians, 
bayoneting loose earth in parks, looking for 
buried weapons. Now official good news is 
assumed false; the most frightening rumors 
are assumed true 


Near a fenced-off structure at the north end 
of the airport, two of Jack Mallach’s four 
DC-9's are taking on sides of prime Rhode- 
sian beef destined for Europeans who pre- 
fer tender steaks to the tough economic 
sanctions (trade restrictions) that the 
United Nations imposed on Smith's racist 
government thirteen years ago. Mallach, 
one of many free-lance sanction busters, 
has come a long way since the sixties, 
when he airlifted mercenaries around Af- 
rica in a whacked-out, yellow Constellation. 
But mercenaries are back in fashion. The 
hundreds of “foreign nationals” fighting 
with Smith's security forces will find plenty 
of work through supermercenary "Mad 
Mike” Hoare in South Africa. 

The so-called internal settlement that 


Smith devised nine months ago, when 
negotiations with the black rebels broke 
down, orders an election to install a 
black-majority government by the end of 
the year. It's like taking aspirin for cancer. 
Guerrilla leaders Joshua Nkomo, the mod- 
erate Socialist who heads ZAPU (the Zim- 
babwe African People's Union) on the 
western front, and Robert Mugabe, the 
enigmatic Marxist-Roman Catholic who 
commands ZANU (the Zimbabwe African 
National Union) in the east, maintain that 
Smith's settlement, which guarantees spe- 
cial rights for whites, is a sellout that will 
perpetuate the political domination of Rho- 
desia's 7 million destitute blacks by 
240,000 whites, who enjoy one of the high- 
est living standards in the world. Nkomo 
and Mugabe have demanded dominant 
roles for themselves and their guerrilla 
forces in the transition to majority rule. Itis a 
political stalemate that is fast generating a 
military slaughter. 

So far this year, more than 3,000 peo- 
ple—700 in September—mostly black ci- 
vilians, have been shot, bayoneted, or 
burned alive. Guerrillas shoot white farm- 
ers, cut off the lips of informers, and force 
their wives to eat them. The Selous Scouts, 
autonomous dirty-tricksters, disguised as 
guerrillas, ravage and burn African huts. 

Missionaries who have aided the guerril- 
las have been raped, castrated, and dis- 
emboweled. And bandit gangs under no 
one's command pillage and loot the coun- 
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tryside. The rich farmland of the Cashel 
Valley, once Rhodesia's peaceful 
showplace of agricultural production, has 
been abandoned to tsetse flies and 
elephant grass. The road through it is 
closed, Government soldiers now desert 
the army in groups rather than fight for 
Smith, and the war, which is still costing the 
nearly bankrupt government $2 million a 
day, has long been lost. 

In its last days Salisbury still seems a 
well-scrubbed West Texas town, replete 
with big-breasted women and cowboys 
who have foregone jeans for khaki shorts. 
Business is good. Never mind that 1,000 
guerrillas have infiltrated the city, losing 
themselves among flower vendors and 
park idlers ... waiting. Never mind that 
arms caches are everywhere. Despite 
sanctions, the shops are well stocked— 
George Davis Hatters offers an assortment 
of smart trilbies; Woolworths does a brisk 
business in servant yardboy wear. (The 
yardboy uniform is a work suit made without 
a fly, the Rhodesian denial of black-male 
sexuality.) There are new cars, too—Dat- 
suns. A few moneyed blacks are already 
dealing for the distributorship. 

The white Rhodesians are dressed a la 
mode, but through circumstances of en- 
forced isolation (extreme right-wing con- 
servative, nineteenth-century values) and 
the government's diabolical designs. Rho- 
desia's whites have remained rich but ig- 
norant, locked in a moral time warp. “Look 
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“Did you take something for that headache, son?” 


at it this way,” a banker explains. "What 
would you do if your country was running 
headlong to hell and you couldn't get your 
money out? You would buy a gun—several 
machine pistols are available for under 
$300—and then you would buy yourself, 
say, a hat. That is unless you had already 
made ‘arrangements’ in Switzerland or 
were working a fiddle with the government, 
getting kickbacks from arms purchases in 
France." 

There was no precedent for the birth of 
Rhodesia. In the late nineteenth century an 
eccentric misogynist named Cecil Rhodes 
directed his unspent sexual energies to- 
ward delivering gold and diamonds and a 
great uncharted chunk of Southern Africa 
to his dwarf queen back in England. He 
traded rifles for mineral rights to the Cali- 
fornia-sized high veldt just north of South 
Atrica and then chased off King Lobengula 
and made body servants of his sons. In 
time, Lobengula returned the’ rifles. “| am 
defeated,” he said. “Take these and go.” 
But it was too little, too late. 

There was a steady, level influx of set- 
tlers, mostly from South Africa until after 
World War ||, when a mass of ex-military 
men who wanted no part of British 
socialism set out for the more commodious 
colonies. The officers migrated to the polite 
white islands of Kenya, while the enlisted 
men chose the wilder terrain of Rhodesia. 
Then, in the late fifties, thousands of white 
Kenyans fled to Rhodesia rather than rec- 
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ognize the Mau Mau and the impending 
black independence. Thus a second post- 
war infusion of hard-line white suprema- 
cists arrived in Rhodesia, steeling an al- 
ready firm resolve by the white inhabitants 
to resist the twentieth century. They consid- 
ered themselves the cream of the British 
Empire, which they had helped serve in the 
Battle of Britain and which they now in- 
tended to perpetuate so many, many miles 
from White Hall's liberal sphere. 

And there was no precedent for Rhode- 
sia's demise: in 1965 a butcher's son of 
moderate intelligence and monumental 
obduracy broke with Britain rather than 
bend to a Foreign Office dictum that the 
colonial government grant the vote to black 
Rhodesians. In 1972 black guerrilla attacks 
began in earnest and accelerated to an 
all-out war in 1975. It was then that the 
United States, anxious over expanding 
Russian-Cuban influences in Southern Af- 
rica, entered the fray with Henry Kissinger. 
After Smith and the guerrilla leaders met 
unsuccessfully in Geneva, the war re- 
sumed on two loosely coordinated 
fronts—against Joshua Nkomo's guerrillas 
from Botswana and Zambia and Robert 
Mugabe's from Mozambique. Their com- 
bined armies were called the Patriotic 
Front. 

On March 3, 1978, Smith announced the 
formation of a multiracial transitional gov- 
ernment, the business of which would be to 
lay the groundwork for majority rule to 
commence on December 31, 1978. The 
Executive Council of this government in- 
cluded Smith and three Africans: Bishop 
Able Muzorewa (a popular figure with ques- 
tionable leadership ability), Rev. Ndbag 
Sithole (an old-line nationalist who had lost 
most of his influence to more militant fac- 
tions), and Chief Jeremiah Chirau (a 
semiliterate, malleable. well-intentioned 
Uncle Tom). The order of business was as 
follows: (1) to effect a cease-fire, (2) to write 
a constitution, (3) to present the constitu- 
tion to a referendum of white Rhodesians, 
(4) to hold free elections, and (5) to install a 
duly elected black president of Zimbabwe 
on December 31. Smith, however, retained 
the authority to dissolve the transitional 
government and the overall plan at any 
point. 

Now. after thirteen years of international 
boycotts and six of war, lan Smith is sinking 
straight-backed into a mire of his own mak- 
ing, and he is taking the country with him. 
One day, between Christmas and the end 
of January, white-minority-ruled Rhodesia 
will go down and the black state of Zim- 
babwe will rise. It may be by ballot. It could 
come as a direct handover. But more than 
likely it will be before the barrel of a Russian 
AK-47 attack rifle that the penultimate rac- 
ist government in Africa—Rhodesia, the 
last colony in the British Empire—will dis- 
appear. 


At the hotel door, you are searched for 
explosives and weapons. “We had every- 
thing,” the businessman says, ‘A beautiful, 
bountiful country with a great future. Our 
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racial relations were good. Then something 
went wrong.” This businessman looks gen- 
uinely bewildered. “What happened? What 
have we done to deserve this?” 

The black security guard who searches 
you works twelve hours a day for thirteen 
cents an hour. His family of five lives in a 
single, concrete-block room and exists on 
a diet of cornmeal and greens. Millions of 
blacks are without jobs and, now that the 
war has spread throughout the country- 
side, without garden plots on which to grow 
food. 

The hotel manager arrives in a $30,000 
Mercedes with lacquer so deep that its 
color is lost in the sun. The security guard 
salutes. After the manager is gone, the 
guard admires the Mercedes, smoothing 
his black hand along its heavy chrome trim. 
He is, of course, the invisible man—one of 
the exploited multitude that the whites will 
have to reckon with when they corporealize 
with the advent of freedom. 


In April of 1976 Patriotic Front guerrillas 
machine-gunned three tourists near the 
Limpopo River, and for the first time Rhode- 
sia’s whiles knew that their country was 
surrounded by hostile black forces. In the 
beginning their fear was tempered with 
stiff-upperlip arrogance. That day Maj, 
Eric Channing-Renton, an eighty-seven- 
year-old curmudgeon who wrote and pri- 
vately published treatises on Tory invincibil- 
ity, declared, “Nothing would give me 


greater pleasure than a rollicking good, fair 
fight—no pistol shooting, mind you—with 
these dastardly black cowards who have 
the audacity to call themselves terrorists.” 

Sixteen months later three Patriotic Front 
guerrillas engaged a police patrol in a 
shoot-out. “We heard the police firing their 
big guns.” reports an eyewitness. “So 
many of them, shooting into the house for 
so long. We were sad to be killed like that, 
and we ran away. But then we heard the 
guns of the boys ... the guns of the boys! 
They were surrounded. and they were dy- 
ing. but they were fighting like heroes.” The 
contact, the first in Salisbury, took place 
three miles from lan Smith's offices. 

That same day Lady Anne Semple, 
grande-dame mother-in-law to the conser- 
vative duke of Manchester, knocked back a 
neat whiskey in her hotel suite, lifted a one- 
lens lorgnette to her good eye (the other 
had been lost in a hunting accident in the 
Congo), and smiled from the corner of her 
mouth. “I came down from Kenya when | 
knew the end was near. | mean, really, con- 
sidering my life in British colonial Africa— 
doing full curtsies for the sultan of 
Zanzibar—don't you think it only appropri 
ate that | should die of a gunshot wound 
here in Salisbury?” 

The attitudes of Rhodesia’s remaining 
whites fall somewhere between the postur- 
ina of old Channing-Renton and the cava- 
lier resignation of Lady Anne. The thread 
that runs true is a profound sense of loss, 


“Will you knock it off, Grimsby!? 
You're not the only one who could stand a cold beer!” 
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less for the lives of individuals than for the 
collective, ineffable spirit of a nation cre- 
ated from mopani forests and wasteland. It 
is an unarticulated sense of loss, because 
nobody really believes what is happening. 
Since the war has progressed beyond the 
point where profits can be drawn off and 
exported with impunity, the transnationals 
who control Rhodesia’s major industries 
have begun to bid for peace. Accommoda- 
tions are being made with all the aspiring 
black leaders. As for the three members of 
Smith's internal settlement, Bishop 
Muzorewa is being advised by Allegneny- 
Ludlum; an Arab consortium has given $4 
million to Jeremiah Chirau; and Neville Ro- 
main, an ex-ClA agent of South African ori- 
gin, is organizing Reverend Sithole's af- 
fairs. Nor are the Patriotic Front guerrilla 
leaders immune: Tiny Rowland, of LonRho 
Industries, contributes to Joshua Nkorno's 
expenses, and even Robert Mugabe, the 
one idealist of the lot, has made oblique 
overtures to John Hillis, president of the 
Rhodesia Industries Association. Still, the 
specter of a post-Smith civil war remains 
and may in fact be exacerbated by the 
prospect of winning a rich off-white econ- 
omy rather than ruins. 


People like Dudley Blancke have their work 
cut out for them. 

Blancke, a big ole boy from Hot Springs, 
Ark., recently rented a mansion out on 
Salisbury's Mt. Pleasant Drive. The place 
has a swimming pool, a tennis court, and 
bent-grass grounds festooned with orchid 
creepers and jacaranda. 

Blancke walks with an ebony cane—the 
totem of a football injury (plastic hip 
joint)—and talks from the soul of an nth- 
degree Rotarian, calling every man friend. 
His laugh rolls big and easy over a partial 
plate—also caused by a football injury 
when he was kicked in the teeth—and his 
interests and sympathies are broad. He is, 
one would assume, a good big ole boy. But 
he is for sure a top troubleshooter for Union 
Carbide, which has purportedly stopped 
buying Rhodesia’s chrome ore but still fur- 
nishes batteries for the army's radios. 
Blancke is also a mining engineer who can 
evaluate a vanadium-rich terrain through 
the bottom of a whiskey glass and a vora- 
cious intelligence gatherer whose effective 
disguise is crystal-clear transparency. A 
formidable opponent to his counterparts 
pitched up from the home offices of multi- 
nationals Anglo-American, LonRho, Uni- 
lever, Messina, Allegheny-Ludlum, and 
God knows where all. 

This afternoon he is sunning on the back 
lawn, editing a Telex to the home office and 
burning out last night's party in celebration 
ofhis high score on the machine-gun range 
with some mining folks. Two Americans ar- 
rive, a black and a white—young profes- 
sors from the Carnegie-Mellon Institute to 
the University of Rhodesia. They are play- 
ing tennis when ihree other guests come 
laughing, bearing local wine. One is a wry 
banker, who remarks on the Paul Mellon 
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THE LAST DAYS OF RHODESIA 


A Penthouse interview with 


MTABUKO JOSHUA 


“We decided we were 


Rhodesia’s first black-nationalism move- 
ment, the Southern Rhodesian African Na- 
tional Congress, was founded in 1957 by a 
forty-year-old former schoolteacher named 
Mtabuko Joshua Nkomo. Nkomo went on to 
organize several progressively militant or- 
ganizations to combat the increasingly re- 
pressive governments of white-minority- 
ruled Rhodesia—or Zimbabwe, the name 
preferred by the liberationist blacks 

ZAPU, the Zimbabwe African People’s 
Union, is Nkomo's most durable movement 
and the one he currently heads. It was 
founded in 1961 (but two years later the 
Reverend Nbdaningi Sithole and Robert 
Mugabe left to form ZANU, the Zimbabwe 
African National Union). Nkomo wanted to 
circumvent Rhodesia's white government 
and organize international support for his 
cause, while Sithole and Mugabe believed 
the most promising course was to organize 
blacks within Rhodesia. The two factions 
were also separated by ideological and tri- 
bal differences. Nkomo’s ZAPU followed a 
political theory of compromise with the 
white capitalists, while ZANU was firmly 
committed to a socialist revolution. 

The tribal differences were a natural out- 
growth of the leadership. Rhodesia's major 
tribal nations are the Matabeles and the 
Shonas, and there has been friction be- 
tween them since before the turn of the 
century. Nkomo is a Matabele, and so are 
the majority of the ZAPU membership, 
while ZANU, after the tribal origins of both 
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going to take 
arms and fight.” 


Mugabe and Sithole, is predominantly 
Shona. In 1964 both parties were banned 
and their leaders jailed. Nkomo was sen- 
tenced to ten years and six months in 
prison. 

In 1965, meanwhile, Rhodesian Prime 
Minister lan Smith, rather than bend to Brit- 
ain's demands for majority rule, broke from 
the British Empire and set up an illegal 
government based on white supremacy. 

Despite incarceration, Nkomo managed 
to keep ZAPU alive, and in 1968 his follow- 
ers initiated the first black guerrilla action 
against Smith's government. By 1974 the 
war had progressed to such an extent that 
Smith released Nkomo and the ZANU 
leaders from prison in an attempt to reach a 
peace settlement. But Smith's conditions 
for an agreement proved unacceptable to 
the blacks. 

A few months later Robert Mugabe split 
from Sithole and formed a new, more mili- 
tant ZANU based on the principles of Marx- 
ism. Nkomo went to Zambia and assumed 
leadership of the ZAPU army, while Muga- 
be took command of ZANU guerrillas in 
Mozambique. Forming a loose military al- 
liance under the banner of the Patriotic 
Front, ZAPU and ZANU freedom fighters 
began a coordinated campaign against 
the Smith government: the defeat of white 
Rhodesia took precedence over any politi- 
cal and tribal differences between Nkomo 
and Mugabe 

On October 26, 1976, after a long, ardu- 


NKOMO 


ous effort by the British and the Americans, 
the leaders of the Patriotic Front met with 
lan Smith in Geneva. Again the effort came 
to nothing. The war escalated. The white 
Rhodesians were losing. Mediations failed 
Then, in March of 1978, Smith arranged a 
so-called internal settlement between his 
government and three black politicians 
who were in opposition to the Patriotic 
Front—Sithole, Bishop Able Muzorewa, 
and Chief Jeremiah Chirau. The plan, ac- 
cording to Smith, was to grant universal 
suffrage and elect a black president of 
Zimbabwe while ensuring “certain rights” 
for the whites. For their part, the black 
leaders promised to bring about a cease- 
fire, but the Western powers and the United 
Nations refused to recognize the settle- 
ment as anything but a Smith ploy. And the 
war increased in intensity. 

In mid-August of 1978, Smith and Nkomo 
held a secret meeting in Zambia. The only 
significant aftermath was the downing of a 
Rhodesian airliner by ZAPU guerrillas, fol- 
lowed by a highly suspect accusation from 
Smith that ten of the survivors were ma- 
chine-gunned on Nkomo's orders. Nko- 
mo's response, underscored by Mugabe, 
was to state that the idea of mediation was 
now “dead and buried” and that the matter 
could be resolved only by the annihilation 
of Smith's forces. Smith retaliated by bomb 
ing twenty-five ZANU bases inside = 
Mozambique Ej 

The war continues, with the Rhodesian & 
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Security Forces hamstrung by international 
trade boycotts and limited manpower— 
offset somewhat by the presence of foreign 
mercenaries—while the Patriotic Front, re- 
plenished by a steady stream of young 
blacks fleeing Rhodesia, receives arms 
from Russia and China and spiritual sup- 
port from the Western powers. 

However the future leadership of Zim- 
babwe is determined, Nkomo is the all- 
around favorite to head the majority black 
government after Smith is defeated (most 
observers expect the white government will 
fall early in 1979). But the extent of Mugabe's 
ambitions are as yet unknown, and experts 
suggest that a civil war between Nkomo's 
ZAPU and Mugabe's ZANU is inevitable 

Joshua Nkomo was born in June 1917 in 
the Semokwe Reserve in western 
Rhodesia. His parents worked for the Lon- 
don Missionary Society, his father as a 
driver (later as a teacher), his mother as a 
cook. After completing the education 
available to African children in the reserve, 
Nkomo worked as a delivery boy and a 
carpenter until he had saved enough 
money to enroll in Adams College in Dur- 
ban, South Africa. A white clerk at the col- 
lege recognized the young man’s potential 
and, when his savings were depleted, gave 
him ajob and helped pay his school fees. In 
1944 he enrolled in the John Hofmeyr 
School of Social Science in Johannesburg. 

In 1947, Nkomo returned to Rhodesia, 
where he organized the black railroad work- 
ers and became a founding member and 
the first president of the African National 
Congress. He was highly active within the 
organization and emerged as a popular 
hero by fighting the Land Husbandry Act, 
one of several laws that prevented blacks 
from owning land. In 1958 he was the ANC 
representative to the first All-Africa Peoples 
Congress in Accra. From that time, he trav- 
eled throughout Africa and Europe, eliciting 
support for the blacks’ cause in Rhodesia. 
Several times in the early sixties he was 
jailed for civil disobedience, but he was in- 
evitably supported by moderate Rhodesian 
whites. In 1960 he was elected president of 
the National Democratic party, and in 1962 
he became president of ZAPU. Thirteen 
years later, in September 1975, he became 
president of the African National Council. 

Harry Minetree, who has written exten- 
sively on the politics of Africa for numerous 
publications, interviewed Mr. Nkomo over a 
six-week period in London and at various 
ZAPU installations in Zambia. He reports: 
“Joshua Nkomo is a large man with a broad 
vision. Easy to anger, easier to laugh, he is 
aman whose personal suffering has 
served to temper his resolve to free 7 million 
Zimbabwe blacks from the political domi- 
nation of Rhodesia's 240,000 whites. He 
speaks of Prime Minister lan Smith, his 
archenemy for so many years, as a mis- 
guided human being, a flawed specimen, 
rather than as a hated enemy. 

“Nkomo is unquestionably a leader, 
perhaps the only leader who will be able to 
fashion a viable society from the ruins of 
Rhodesia.” 
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Penthouse: |s it true that black unity in 
Rhodesia is based solely on a hatred for 
Smith and that tribalism and civil war will 
dominate after the Smith government falls? 
Nkomo: No, We were struggling long before 
Smith was anything. Many years ago a 
small group of people from Europe and 
other parts of the world, because of their 
superior weapons, gained importance in 
our land. They settled near black people 
and made decisions for them. This went on 
for years, until the black people accepted 
that these settlers had a right to direct them 
and to impose restrictions on them. The 
black people were contained; they were not 


able to express their actual feelings. 

We are a part of the opposition to this, of 
the feeling that we have been usurped by 
these settlers, who have been knocking us 
around, taking away our best land, telling 
us what to do, denying us the ordinary 
things of life—interfering with our farming, 
our Cattle, almost everything. This is what 
caused us to decide to sacrifice our lives. 

It all started when the white man came, 
during the time of Lobengula. The wars 
started first in Matebeleland—the settlers 
against Lobengula—but later, in 1897, the 
whole country was at war. All the blacks 
were against the white settlers. Then the 
British came in and suppressed us. Since 
that time the white military has sat on the 
country, on the black people. They were 
always there, with their arms and compli- 
cated administration. They were able to 
cow the people down for all this long time. 
Then came the 1923 referendum of white 
people to determine the future of the coun- 
try. And finally the British gave the black pop- 


ulation what was called self-government. 

So it has gone on: all the legislation from 
that time has been aimed at subduing the 
black man. It's a long history of suppres- 
sion and oppression, of the black man 
being kept down by violence. And this is 
why many of us became very angry. We 
realized that it was no longer possible to 
talk to the white people about change. We 
decided we were going to take arms and 
fight. The Western powers, including 
America, said no, they could not support 
violence, Yet they had supported violence 
in suppressing us; they had provided mili- 
tary assistance to hold us down! So we 
could not believe the story that they 
couldn't support violence. Of course. we 
understood why the Western powers said 
this: they were financially involved in 
Rhodesia, and they wanted to protect their 
investment. 

Almost 99 percent of the capital in South 
Africa came from Britain, and of course 
Rhodesia was owned by Britain. There are 
Britons today who hold huge tracts of land 
in Rhodesia—absentee landowners who 
live in Britain. The biggest ranch in Rhode- 
sia today is a British-owned ranch—the 
Nuenetsi Ranch, with 2 million cattle. Then 
there's the Wiltshire along with many other 
estates owned by British top brass. So one 
understands that self-interest was the main 
treason for the British allowing white Rhode- 
sians to suppress the blacks. Back in the 
early days of colonization, the British enun- 
ciated a policy that because Southern Af- 
rica was suitable for white settlement, it had 
to remain a white man's preserve, This is 
not my assumption—it is in history books! 

Because the weather is good, the soil is 
excellent, everything is nice, the British 
claimed our land. Early on, in Zambia, the 
British enunciated a policy of native su- 
premacy—the native opinion was to be su- 
preme. But as time went by, the British 
realized that if they were to remain firm in 
South Africa, the white settlers in this part of 
the world would have to be drawn into a big 
bloc. Thus they concocted the Central Af- 
rican Federation, bringing in Nyasaland, 
Malawi, Northern Rhodesia (Zambia), and 
Southern Rhodesia (Rhodesia). This bloc 
was stabilized by the presence of the Por- 
tuguese in Angola and Mozambique. The 
policy of the Portuguese was, finally, that 
these two countries in Southern Africa were 
overseas provinces of Portugal, and Por- 
tugal had no intention of giving up these 
“provinces.” Therefore Britain felt very firm 
and safe in Southern Africa, very firm and 
secure, 

Then came the question of Southwest 
Africa—Namibia. Southwest Africa was 
mandated to the British by the League of 
Nations, but Britain chartered it over to 
South Africa and inserted a clause in the 
agreement that has made it difficult for 
Namibia to get independence. This is what 
has given South Africa such a strong hold 
on Namibia—it was arranged by Britain. 
This is why the World Court was unable to 
free Namibia from South African control. 
Britain wanted to maintain this bloc for her- 
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self; so she finally gave it to the Boers 

Then, finally, in 1974, Mozambique and 
Angola failed, and the Portuguese were 
forced out. Britain had to rethink her South- 
ern Africa policy, to reorganize and devise a 
way to maintain the whole with a different 
cover. The English had to change and talk 
the language that the black Africans talk— 
they were forced into it, The next thing they 
had to do was to promote people in whose 
hands their investments would be safe 
Hence this working toward what is known 
as an internal settlement. It's not an isolated 
thing—this Smith and his three blacks. Of 
course, the British were involved in devis- 
ing the internal sellout. The Soviets were 
worried, but | wasn't. | told Mr. Vance this. 
Penthouse: Do you feel that the holdings of 
the absentee landowners in Rhodesia 
should be confiscated? 

Nkomo: This is no problem. That land goes 
back to the people. And it will be used in 
like manner by those people in the country 
who think they can use land. 

Penthouse: Do you see yoursell as a 
Socialist, a Social Democrat, a Communist. 
or a Democrat? 

Nkomo: These are the terminologies you in 
North America use. We are on this globe 
together. We have to be ourselves, you 
know. We get a few ideas from you, a few 
ideas from other people. But finally we are 
ourselves. We have a past, traditions—and 
our people have a way of life that is different 
from any other way of life. But we are all 
together in this thing, and we have to influ- 
ence each other now. 

Capitalism is one thing | cannot com- 
promise on, whether our people accept its 
principles or not, but | know they agree with 
me, because we come trom the same way 
of life. We don't believe in trading land or 
selling land—no. And in any government 
that | lead, you can be certain those prac- 
tices must go. That does not mean we will 
be taking people's land. It means that other 
people who haven't got money will have a 
chance to use land, which is the common 
property of everybody. And if they have to 
Pay some rates or rents, that will go to a 
general fund of the people. In this way citi- 
zens can use as much land as they want; 
no one can take it away from them. Our 
system is this: once you use land, that land 
belongs to you. But you have not bought it 
You cannot sell it to someone. The land 
belongs to the people, but everything on 
that land is yours. 

Penthouse: Are there any political differ- 
ences between you and Mr. Mugabe? 
Nkomo; | don't think there are. People have 
said that Mugabe is a much more hard- 
ened Communist than Nkomo. | don't think 
that's so. He has made certain hard-line 
Statements, which he's entitled to. But 
when it comes to the future of Zimbabwe. 
the cause for which we both stand, we are 
one. | cannot characterize myself politi- 
cally. | am just a freedom fighter. | have not 
yet reached the stage of being a politician, 
though | might soon have to be one 
Penthouse: Do you have ambitions to be 
president of Zimbabwe? 


Nkomo: The government of Zimbabwe will 
be that which the people of Zimbabwe 
want, We have been fighting for many years 
for one-man-one-vote, and we still say this 
is the way: universal suffrage. Running for 
president of Zimbabwe is not my preoccu- 
pation. | started on this journey when no 
one could have dreamed that a black man 
would ever sit in the Rhodesian parliament 
But we fought to bring change and to give 
the people of our country the right to de- 
termine their future. And that is still my aim. 

If I'm given an opportunity to stand for 
president by these same people. | will 
stand. If they give this to someone else, 


or 
thon so be it. I've sacrificed three-quarters 
of my life for this thing, and | want to see it 
through. I'll be very satisfied to sit back, if 
I'm still alive, and see a young man run that 
country where human beings are cooperat- 
ing with other people around the world as 
themselves. Now this is what | want to see. 
Whether it will be conducted by me or by 
somebody else is immaterial. But /t must be 
real, Anything that is a shadow I'll repulse. 
Whether that leader be black is not im- 
portant. I'm not fighting against the white 
man because he is white. To me his color is 
an accident of creation, What matters is 
what that individual thinks about the mass 
of people. And I'm sincere when | say that. 
Penthouse: Do you have plans to join 
forces with Mugabe and his following? 
Nkomo; Mr. Mugabe and | recently met as 
the leaders of the Patriotic Front—an al- 
liance of ZANU, which he heads, and 
ZAPU, which | lead. The idea is that we 
move toward a complete unity. that we have 
a single party with one-man leadership. Of 


course. this means that our two armies will 
have to merge. The importance of this is 
that we are moving toward the indepen- 
dence of Zimbabwe—and you cannot get 
into a country with two armies 
Penthouse: What is your opinion of the for- 
eign nationals, including the Americans. 
fighting with the Rhodesian Security 
Forces? 
Nkomo: People who join armies that are not 
their national armies are mercenaries. One 
has got to go through the process of be- 
coming a citizen; then one joins the army 
properly. Those who just come in and join 
the army. no matter what they call them- 
selves—we regard them as mercenaries. 
The so-called fire-force groups in 
Rhodesia, the ones who use helicopters, 
are formed completely of mercenaries. 
And that is the biggest problem to us—the 
helicopter men, Also the ones who fly the 
Alouettes and the Hawker Hunters—manu- 
factured in the Western world and many of 
them flown by Americans. Those are the 
chaps, their elite group. Most of them are 
foreigners, and they wreak havoc on us 
Penthouse: How will you deal with them in 
the event that they are captured? 
Nkomo: They are criminals. We will treat 
them as criminals—straight and simple 
Penthouse: How has the Rhodesian gov- 
ermment dealt with captured guerrillas? 
Nkomo: Oh, they've captured our men and 
tried them and hanged them, Smith has 
been open about treating them as crimi- 
nals—Rhodesian citizens who have turned 
against “their” government. He does not 
honor the conventions of war. A lot of young 
men have been hanged, and | have no 
feason to believe that they are not still being 
hanged. When the government began 
hanging four or five people every week, 
they stopped announcing the executions. 
They are still having trials. One of our chaps 
was sentenced to death last week. Of 
course, hundreds have been hanged. Four 
of our men, in the executive of ZAPU, were 
hanged for alleged recruiting. One of them 
was in prison with me. It’s a terrible thing 
Penthouse: What will happen to members 
of the executive council—Smith, Sithole, 
Muzorewa, Chirau—and such members of 
the government as Van der Byl, Jack 
Gaylord, Lardner Burke? 
Nkomo: | imagine some will leave the coun- 
try on their own. As far as | am concerned 
their fate depends on what they do from 
now on. If they realize that they won't win, 
take steps to end the war, admit that the 
objectives of the winning side have to pre- 
vail, and say, “Yes, | step off voluntarily,” 
then we won't go cutting off their heads. 
This has to be one of the conditions of our 
agreement—that we won't cut their heads 
off 
lf Smith realizes he's been wrong and 
comes and says, “Now, chaps, I'm sorry 
about this,” that has to be taken into ac- 
count. But there are certain of his people 
who have behaved like animals—the ones 
who have burned women and children alive 
in huts, herding them in and then setting 
the hut on fire. Those fellows go beyond 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 142 
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“I'm my keeper's favorite pet, his 
greatest weakness as well. | give his life 
texture, or So he says, and he can't 
keep his hands off my ‘silky’ blonde hair 
or my ‘satiny’ skin. Well, / like textures, 
too . . . the gorgeous, furry, expensive 
kind. To Charles, my body's a 
masterpiece, and he insists it ought to 
be draped in the best. Who am | 
to argue? (Charles feels bad when he’s 
forced to spend holidays 
at home; | deliberately pout and cry and 
threaten to leave him. Next thing | know, 
it's the doorbelli—and another 
floor-length piece offering.)” “Fur-give 
and fur-get” say the pun-derous, 
hand-written notes—and Charles pelts 
her with further 

ceremonial evidence of his contrition. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY RONNIE HERTZ 
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Often | spend my nights without 
him.” says she—“but with 
treasures like these, I'm never 
really alone. They hug me with 
warmth and contribute to my most 


delectable fantasies. It's hard to 
get bored when you've gota 
sable_amink, and a rather 
contented beaver to keep you 
occupied all night 


a 


Furs trom Lex Daniels, Amsterdam, Holland: 
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Sometimes, stretching out 
to enjoy herself, shell think of her 
absentee lover—how he 
paws and bites and scratches her. 
You're ravishingly lovely.” 
he'll moan whilst ravishing her 
over and over again. Thinking of him, 
she touches all the places his 
hands last caressed. tracing all the 
patterns of pleasure only to 
shudder over her self-inflicted passion. 


It's really 
beyond my 
control... 
Alone, ma 
feverish fox; with 
Charles, an 
insatiable 
wildcat. History, 
he claims, will 
brand me a great 
and {egendary 
lover. Seen in 
that context, my 
little fur fetish 
seems rather 
noble: diamonds 
may be a girl's 
best friend, but 
my coats are not 
fur behind!" 
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‘Caner’ 


SEX 
AND THE 
LIBERATED 
ARAB 


Flashing petrodollars 
like the scimitars 
of their forefathers, Arab 
princes, escaping 
from the religious austerity 
of home, descend 
upon Europe in increasing 
hordes to indulge their 
insatiable lust. 


By Jaime Mardis 


rab princes are just like any other 
A: —when you come down to 
it," theorized Yvette, a beautiful, 
young French Canadian 
The auburn-haired, succulent-lipped 
seductress sipped a Dom Pérignon 
champagne cocktail across from me 
at a Paris terrace-café and went on 
“Except that, well, you know ... they've 
got so much more money." 
| had to take her word for it. As an 
innocent twenty-year-old, Yvette had 
landed one of the richest ministry 
princes in Saudi Arabia during the first 
big Arab assault wave on European 
pleasure capitals in the spring of 1974. 
Things come easily to Yvette 
Whenever she adjusted her sleek, 
golden thighs under her crepe skirt, it 
wasn't too hard to imagine why. Yvette 
has that kind of natural, burning sensu- 
ousness that drives men mad and liber- 
ates their money. As it was, I'd already 
gambled away half of my expense 
money by hunting Arab princes in a 
casino, and here | sat, buying Yvette 
and her friend champagne at fifteen dol- 
lars a shot 
In one week of royal research, I'd 
been shaken down twice by security 
guards at the London Hilton and dis- 
creetly kicked out of Chez Régine in 
Paris. The latter incident had been my 
closest contact with an Arab prince— 
King Khalid's brother—who'd taken one 
look at my notebook at the next table 
and left with his entourage. The club’s 
management asked me to do the same. 
Tracking down an interview in the pri- 
vate world of the Arab superrich re- 
quires the same luck that Ali Baba had 
in finding the treasure cave of the forty 
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thieves. The friend of the wife of a friend 
had introduced me to an English girl, Gil- 
lian, who in turn introduced me to Yvette. 
The secret password, however, was a little 
bit different from Ali Baba's. 

“Why don't you have another drink?" | 
offered. 

Yvette and Gillian, a delicious blonde, 
readily accepted. 

“| mean, what girl wouldn't swoon over a 
prince?” asked Yvette, recalling the begin- 
nings of her Cinderella saga on the French 
Riviera. 

An Arab stranger had approached her 
on the Cannes strip with an invitation to a 
reception at the Hotel Carlton. Yvette ac- 
cepted. On arriving, she'd found only three 
other girls-in-waiting—and no party. 

A servant announced His Royal High- 
ness, the prince. Around forty-five and 
well-tailored, Prince Ibn Bin Charming wore 
a van Gogh beard and walked in, spinning 
a set of gilt worry beads. “When | saw him, | 
literally went weak in the knees,” she re- 
membered. “I guess | was too excited.” 

Something about her weak knees must 
have excited him. After appraising the 
horseflesh of the three other Western 
hatchun (slang for “cunts"), the prince po- 
litely dismissed them, via his servant, with 
gifts of $3,000 Piaget watches. Yvette was 
then escorted to an even more private re- 
ception on his $500,000 Riva yacht in the 
harbor. After she boarded the yacht, her 
weak knees grew weaker still, and before 
she knew it, the salty lapping of the 
Mediterranean in her ear had been re- 
placed by His Excellency’s tongue. 

“It was all just unbelievable,” Yvette told 
me. “Everywhere we went, people bowed. 
He had so many friends!" The prince had 
friends, charm, education, power, position, 
money, and lots of class. “He had so much 
class, why, he had more class in his little 
finger——" 

She waggled her sapphire-studded 
pinky. | nodded that | understood. Yvette 
excused herself for a moment, and Gillian 
spoke up cynically. “‘Class,’ she says. | 
went out dancing with them once, and His 
Royal Highness is more of a royal asshole, if 
you ask me,” 

Being English, Gillian has her own ideas 
about royalty. Her father had fought for the 
crown in Aden, and she'd adopted the 
British Expeditionary Forces’ habit of refer- 
ring to Arabs as WOGs (Westernized 
Oriental Gentlemen). “Do you want to hear 
a hilarious story?" she asked. 

Another friend of Gillian's, an occasional 
prostitute, had been hired by an Arab del- 
egate at one of the OPEC conferences. The 
conference took place at a Geneva hotel, 
and the girl had been hired to relax the 
delegate in between negotiations. ‘Appar- 
ently, they only had a couple of minutes,” 
she said, “but he couldn't get it up in time, 
and she got ten thousand dollars for ten 
seconds’ work!" 

Yvette sat down. “That's not true—she 
got only seven thousand.” 

“No, he couldn't get it up," Gillian re- 
peated, giggling. ‘All she did was lay her 
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hand on his thing, and he must've known 
right away that he couldn't get it up before 
the next meeting.” 

Yvette said, “| heard she didn't even 
unzip him.” 

Talk turned back to Yvette's Prince 
Charming, whose only problem, according 
to her, was overgenerosity. “See this silver 
cigarette case?" she asked. “That was his 
first gift to me. | saw it and said something 
like, ‘Oh, that's nice,’ and he insisted that | 
take it.” 

“Looks expensive.” 

“Of course it is. But that's their tradition, 
you see. If you compliment an Arab on 
something, he insists on giving it to you. 
Like, we were passing this jewelry shop, 
and | commented on some stupid, little 
bracelet, and he insisted on going in and 
buying it for me right there. If you compli- 
ment him on anything, he has to give it to 
you.” Yvette grinned rather naughtily. “| had 
to learn to stop.” From what Gillian had told 
me. Yvette had already complimented her 
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Since an Arab 
considers any girl 
who'll go out to 
be a whore, he'll never 
be seen publicly 
with the same date 
more than once. 
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way into a flat on the Seine. a wardrobe 
from Dior, and a Porsche from Stuttgart. 

“Yvette, what exactly do you do to repay 
all this, uh, generosity?” 

“Nothing really,” she replied coyly. “I'm 
just my nice self.” 

In the business of fleecing Arab princes, 
it struck me that flattery will get you every- 
where. | figured out how Yvette got every- 
thing she wanted, short of her own oil well. 
She simply kept complimenting His Royal 
Highness on his cock. So he gave it to her 
every night. 

In the Islamic incursions into Europe dur- 
ing the Middle Ages, the invaders were 
promised paradise if they died and were 
rewarded with slave harems if they lived. In 
the current invasion, however, petrodollars 
are flashed like swords and produce 
exactly the same effect. No one is killed, 
and many are fucked. 

Until the great Arab Oil Swindle, Beirut 
had been the traditional sin center of the 
Middle East. Lebanon, a former French 
colony, retained a Napoleonic legal code 
that permitted brothels, bars, and casinos. 
When Beirut fell victim to the Lebanese 
Civil War, the oil-rich simply moved their 
playgrounds to Europe. Led by princes, 


sultans, sheikhs, emirs, kings, and high- 
rolling merchants—and bankrolled in part 
by the first OPEC price hikes—the Arab 
influx by 1976 had reached invasion pro- 
portions. That year showed 365,000 Middle 
Eastern visitors in London alone. 

Far removed from the sharia restrictions 
of their native lands, the Arabs initially 
tended to carry on like boys in a candy 
shop—best characterized by an unswerv- 
ing taste for Johnny Walker Red Label, a 
habit of calling one card too many at 
blackjack, and marathon sex 

The Arabs rejoiced. Most Middle Eastern 
countries are governed by religious laws as 
severe as they are ancient. In Saudi Ara- 
bia—the most notoriously strict—alcohol, 
public cinemas, and even smoking a 
cigarette in public are forbidden. Women 
aren't to be seen outside unless they are 
escorted and veiled, and even then, if a girl 
shows too much ankle, the “Morals Police 
can punish her.” Recently, two French sec- 
retaries were deported within twenty-four 
hours just for wearing short skirts. When 
the Morals Police caught up with a Jidda 
cabbie who'd raped a woman, they took 
him to the top of the highest nearby build- 
ing and threw him off. 

The most famous account of Saudi Ara- 
bian “puritanism" involved Princess Misha 
Bin Abdul Aziz, the twenty-three-year-old 
niece of King Khalid. The princess—who 
was married to an older man by family 
arrangement—had visited Lebanon and 
there had fallen in love with a relative of the 
Saudi ambassador, Musieh al Sha’en, a 
commoner. The royal family, suspicious of 
her, recalled the princess to Saudi Arabia. 
Her lover followed, to help her escape, and 
together they clumsily attempted to falsify 
her death by drowning—scattering her 
clothes along a Red Sea beach. 

Three days later the couple showed up at 
the Jidda airport, with Princess Misha dis- 
guised as a man. According to one report, 
information from two Saudi National Airlines 
employees ostensibly abetting their es- 
cape from the country led to the princess's 
discovery; another version has it that a 
problem arose over exit visas. In either 
case, the dreaded Muttawas, the Morais 
Police, intercepted them at the airport and 
instantly shot Princess Misha to death for 
adultery. Musieh, the commoner, was then 
taken to the public bazaar and beheaded. 

On my Laker flight from New York to Lon- 
don, | spoke to a stewardess who had flown 
the Mecca shuttles during last year's Hadj 
religious season. The stewardess was tall, 
blonde, and stacked. 

“Yes, | met lots and lots of princes,” she 
told me, after! had caught up with her in the 
tail section during the movie. “We were 
there for two months, and every night was 
just one big party. The princes were just 
lovable. We had the best treatment you can 
get—! mean, really out of this world. 

“One prince offered a girl an MGB to go 
to bed with him, and another prince, who 
was the sweetest fellow you could want, 
offered me a whole handful of gold rings. / 
think it's perfectly normal; | mean, we were 
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the only attractive girls around.” 

| tried putting myself in a prince’s san- 
dals. Beyond the palace walls | could see 
the Arabian sun beating down so fiercely 
that even the sand flies were grounded. 
Under my flowing ja/labia, even the royal 
cock was having trouble gaining altitude. 

| wasn't amused. Out of four permitted 
wives, | had a harem of three. Yet | couldn't 
get what is known in the West as a blowjob, 
because religious law forbids oral sex. A 
fast affair with my second cousin's second 
wife might be fun. but | knew that if | had 
one, I'd be losing my head—literally. Still, 
I'm so horny that | feel like going out and 
molesting some infidel stewardess just for 
kicks. But | know that the penalty for rape, 
like thievery, is as often as not the loss of the 
offending member. 

The thought of being emasculated up- 
sets me so badly that ! flick on the royal 
monitor and watch my contraband vid- 
eotape of The Devil in Miss Jones. By now 
I've seen Georgina Spelvin's hatchun in ac- 
tion so many times that it reminds me of 
camel pussy. | want out. I'll fly to London. 

“My chap prefers 'em young,” claimed 
the blue-suited chauffeur of a Rolls-Royce 
Silver Shadow parked outside London's 
Harrods, that stately store where the queen 
shops. The doorman had already rejected 
me. Consequently, I'd paraded into the 
drizzling rain without an umbrella around 
the waiting limousines, hoping for an inter- 
view. 

“You know how the Arabs are; they think if 
a girl's young enough, she's still a virgin. 
But just between us two here, mate,” the 
chauffeur said, winking at me, as | stood 
alongside his window, cleverly trying to 
light a wet cigarette, “you'll have trouble 
finding any girl in the U.K. over twelve years 
old who's a virgin these days.” 

“How come?" | asked him. 

“Take my chap. He's a prince, you know. 
He likes them about fifteen or sixteen years 
old; that’s all he goes after. He figures at 
that age they're all virgins, you see.” 

“Well, where does the prince get to meet 
a fifteen-year-old girl?" 

“Oh, we'll be driving around town, just 
him and me, you know. Then he'll spot one 
he fancies. | pull the car over and say the 
usual stuff. ‘Good day, miss, how far are you 
going? Can we give you a lift down the 
way?'" 

“In the daytime?" 

“Of course,” he said, shrugging. “But 
you know how they are. The prince would 
never dream that a virgin would be out at 
night.” 

“Then what?" 

“Then he invites them over for dinner, or 
for lunch, depending. The girls go. You 
know how it is. Their mum probably only 
gives them fifteen pence for the day, but 
with the prince they stand a chance of mak- 
ing a hundred quid.” 

That is, if they're virgins. The prince has a 
“bachelor” apartment, a hotel suite for his 
family, and a second hotel room for his 
game room. The way the chauffeur ex- 
plained it, the prince collects hymens the 
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way some men collect butterflies. The vir- 
gins never stay or last too long in the game 
room with His Royal Highness—often no 
more than a few minutes. After all, virgins 
are as disposable as a soft drink once 
they're popped. 

‘And what happens if the girl is not a 
virgin?” | inquired. 

“Then there is a mix-up,” he said. 

“But what happens?” 

“Not much, | guess.” 

‘Anything ever go wrong for His Royal 
Highness besides that?” 

“Well, one day, when he'd finished with 
this lass, she went and turned him over for 
about 25,000 quid [$50,000]. You know 
how the Arabs are; they're not used to peo- 
ple stealing. He had the money stacked ina 
suitcase, and when he looked around, the 
lass had taken off with it.” 

The prince never got back his money, nor 
did the girl get back her hymen. 

"Virgins is all they're after from what | can 
see,” the chauffeur continued. “Il had a 
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“My chap,” said 
an Arab’s chauffeur, 
“likes them about 
fifteen or sixteen years 
old... . He figures at 
that age they're all virgins.” 
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Kuwaiti sheikh a year or so back who came 
all the way here to marry one of them. She 
had to be a virgin, and she had to be Eng- 
lish; nothing else would do. Three months | 
spent driving him around to restaurants, 
fancy nightclubs, everywhere you can 
name.” The chauffeur of the Rolls Silver 
Shadow shook his head. “Unlucky bloke he 
was.” 

The sheikh finally gave up trying to find 
an English virgin and headed back to 
Kuwait. Too many other Arabs, it appeared, 
had struck oil before him. 

My walking tour of London continued 
haphazardly as | tried locating a friend of a 
prince who'd moved from the Hilton to the 
Grosvenor House and back to the Hilton. 
Eventually, | wound up having a drink in the 
“Pleasure Precinct," Shepherd's Market, 
where, on the subject of Arabs, one tough 
hooker advised me to go to Hamilton Place. 

Les Ambassadeurs, the Curzon, and 
other exclusive gambling clubs bordered 
this lane; and when the drunken, horny 
gamblers came stumbling out in the wee 
hours, a sampling of tender nymphets in 
miniskirts was there to greet them. Word 
had obviously gotten around about Arab 
tastes for teenage ass—Hamilton Place, at 


midnight. looked like a casting call for Pret- 
ty Baby. 

Prostitution is legal in England, but solic- 
iting brings a fine of fifty pounds. However, 
these girls made more than enough each 
night to cover the fines, Only five or six were 
cruising the elite gambling strip at this hour. 
and not one of them was more than seven- 
teen, The little nymphets hardly dressed 
like virgins; but if you were drunk enough, | 
supposed, you could still pretend 

Putting on my best American accent, | 
approached a sweet brunette with bangs 
and dimples. “Hello there! I'm doing a story 
ae 

The sweetie responded in her best 
cockney accent. “You'll get nothing trom 
us! Go 'way!" As | started to explain, she 
called to her friend down the sidewalk, 
“Don't tell him anything!" This nymphet, a 
pimply blonde in white vinyl boots, walked 
over. yelling. "Go on, mister! Nobody's 
going to talk to you around here!” 

And nobody did, except the cabdriver, 
who took me back to my hotel. “Three 
o'clock in the morning's when they're all out 
there," he said. “Lines of ‘em. Ali young, 
too. Even boys.” 

“What's that?” | asked. 

The cabbie half turned his head. “Sure, 
didn't you know? Seems when these Arabs 
get drunk enough, they don't care what 
they take, and that's who the ponces are 
after. I've seen 'em at it. They'll stand there 
and say, ‘Do you want a naughty boy?’ 
Bloody Christ,” he said, sneering. "| guess 
some of these Arabs must, or why else are 
they there?” 

The varying makeups of royal families 
from Middle Eastern kingdoms and 
sheikhdoms and the sheer number of 
princes (the House of Saud alone, as an 
estimated 2,500) make it difficult to type- 
cast an Arab prince. Many are Oxford 
products in Savile Row suits, some are Ber- 
keley graduates in faded Levi's, and others 
resemble the bedouin extras in Lawrence 
of Arabia, Ot course, a few high-stepping 
Arabs combine the old with the new in such 
outfits as a red-check burnous headdress, 
tweed jacket, swishing thawb, and Day-Glo 
platform shoes. 

‘Arabs are our most discreet customers,” 
one French club owner told me, “Never any 
jealousies, never any incidents, and they 
never question the check. People think 
Arabs walk around with a big A-R-A-B 
stenciled on their foreheads. Wrong.” 

“But how discreet can you be,” | ask, 
“when you've got three Korean bodyguards 
standing around your table with machine 
guns pointed out at the dance floor?” 

“Wrong!" The nightclub owner waggled 
his finger angrily. “We tell them, ‘Leave your 
bodyguards outside.’ House rules. Last 
night we had a prince who tried to bring his 
men in. 'No,' | said. They stayed outside 
under the canopy, stiff as nails—just like 
that fat fellow in James Bond.” 

“Oddjob?” | suggested. 

“That's him,” he said. “I'll tell you one 
thing about Arabs and only one thing, 
young man: they never show up with the 
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THE PSYCHIATRIC 
HOLOCAUST 


Good German doctors 
provided both the theory and the techniques 
for Hitler's extermination of 
the Jews: they murdered hundreds of thousands of 
mental patients before the Nazis 
built the death camps. 


By Peter Roger Breggin, M.D. 


ost of us have wondered, “How could the Germans 

have murdered millions of Jews in such a callous 

and systematic fashion?" We have read what the 

history books and the popularized best-sellers have said 

about the German mentality and Hitler's rise to power, but 

somehow a piece of the puzzle has been missing. We have 

continued to ask ourselves, “What went on that permitted the 
development of such ghastly, inhuman practices?" 

As a psychiatrist, | was astounded and shocked when | 
came upon the missing piece of the puzzle. German psychia- 
try played the single most important role in developing the 
ideology and practice of mass sterilization and mass murder. 
Without the support of English and American psychiatry, 
Hitler's racial programs might never have become so ac- 
ceptable, and without the active efforts of German psychiatry, 
the extermination program would never have gotten off the 
ground 

German psychiatry was responsible for developing the 
idea of mass sterilization and mass murder, and German 
psychiatry systematically murdered 100,000 or more patients 
as a prelude to Hitler's extermination program—everything 
from the first extermination centers to the gas chambers and 
crematoriums. German psychiatry actually carried out the 
first wide-scale murder of the Jews and then trained the SS 
killers who later took over the task from them. 

| had been researching the role of psychiatry in Nazi Ger- 
many for more than a year when my findings were made real to 
me through photographs of a psychiatric extermination cen- 
ter provided by New York publisher Robert E. Abrams. 
Twenty-five years earlier, Abrams had been a young American 
soldier in Munich, working as a public-relations officer. The 
war had been over in Abrams's sector for more that three 
months on that particular day in July 1945, and Abrams hardly 
expected to find himself confronted with a psychiatric crime of 
such hideous proportions that to this day it remains largely 
hidden from the public. 


Without advance notice, a German army physician ap- 
peared at Abrams's office door. Abrams invited him in and 
asked him his business, The physician had been a front-line 
medical officer in the war—a man devoted to saving German 
lives—and on his return to his hometown of Kaufbeuren, he 
had discovered that German psychiatrists were killing mental 
patients in the local state mental hospital. The doctor was so 
appalled that he now turned to his former enemy to stop 
German psychiatrists from waging their private war against 
German mental patients. 

Abrams and another soldier picked up their automatic 
weapons and sped in a jeep to Kaufbeuren. They were about 
to liberate a state mental hospital from its doctors. 

On arrival in the town, Abrams could see the facility stand- 
ing on a hill in the distance, looking like every other state 
mental hospital in the world—large, old buildings suitable for 
the most economical incarceration of great numbers of in- 
mates. Abrams asked some of the children in the street what 
went on up there, and they replied, “Oh, that's where they kill 
people." 

The children were right. Abrams found that the mental 
hospital was a death camp complete with a crematorium and 
three ovens. His photographs confirm scenes indistinguish- 
able from those in the horrifying newsreels depicting the liber- 
ation of concentration camps—dead and dying skeletal fig- 
ures and crematorium ovens. As in liberated concentration 
camps, the records had been destroyed, but what remained 
showed a death rate of 25 percent during the prior year, some 
by poisoning and others by slow death through starvation on 
“scientific diets." The dead included 100 children, who were 
murdered during the eighteen months prior to Abrams's ar- 
rival. 

Again, as was true of the concentration camps, the cre- 
matoriums had been feverishly busy prior to the arrival of the 
American soldiers, with an admitted 350 to 400 cremations 
taking place during the six months of 1945. But whereas the 
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deaths in the concentration camps had 
ended with the Allied victory, the self- 
righteous psychiatrists had continued their 
grim task of murder after the end of the war. 
After all, they reasoned, “euthanasia” was 
not a wartime policy of Hitler but a medical 
policy of organized psychiatry. The patients 
were being killed for their own good as well 
as for the good of the community. They 
would have gone on with their program had 
it not been for the outrage of one German 
physician who thought that it was his duty 
to save lives. 

Abrams stresses that the psychiatrist 
who showed him through the “hospital” 
showed no remorse. He was a “good Ger- 
man,” rather than a Nazi. He continued to 
exert his authority by shoving patients 
aside during the tour, until Abrams inter- 
vened and told the patients that they no 
longer had to submit to him. Abrams com- 
mented dryly, "All were sane enough to 
laugh hoarsely and to enjoy the change of 
status.” 

Records uncovered by Abrams at the 
hospital confirm that the extermination had 
begun as a part of a national psychiatric 
program before Hitler took on the systema- 
tic murder of the Jews. Hundreds of pa- 
tients had been shipped off to psychiatric 
extermination centers prior to the end of 
1941, when the national program was 
largely abandoned and local state mental 
hospitals took over “the action” on their 
own. 

The psychiatric extermination program 
was not a hidden, secret shame of psychia- 
try—at least, not at the start. It was orga- 
nized by leading professors of psychiatry 
and directors of mental hospitals through a 
series of national meetings and workshops. 
So-called euthanasia forms were circu- 
lated to individual hospitals, and final ap- 
proval of each death was then given in 
Berlin by a committee of the nation’s out- 
standing psychiatrists. By January 1940 
patients were being shipped to six special 
extermination centers staffed by psychia- 
trists. In late 1941 public outrage and lack 
of enthusiasm from Hitler pushed the pro- 
gram underground, but between 100,000 
and 200,000 German mental patients had 
been killed. From then on, individual institu- 
tions, such as that at Kaufbeuren, con- 
tinued to act on their own, even admitting 
new patients for the purpose of murdering 
them. At the end of the war, many large 
institutions were entirely empty, and esti- 
mates from various war-crime tribunals, in- 
cluding Nuremberg, estimate the number 
of dead to be between 250,000 and 
300,000, mostly inmates of psychiatric 
hospitals and homes for the retarded. 

So avid were the psychiatrists that they 
followed the troops into occupied countries 
to continue the extermination of mental pa- 
tients whom they called “useless eaters” 
and “lives not worth living,” sometimes 
starving or poisoning them, sometimes 
heaving them out windows in their efforts to 
cleanse the local populations of inferior in- 
dividuals. 

Psychiatrist Fredric Wertham, by no 
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means a radical critic of his profession, 
deserves the credit for being the first to 
describe the role of psychiatry in Nazi 
Germany. In A Sign for Cain he lays full 
responsibility on psychiatry itself: “The 
tragedy is that the psychiatrists did not 
have to have an order. They acted on their 
own. They were not carrying out a death 
sentence pronounced by somebody else. 
They were the legislators who laid down the 
tules for deciding who was to die; they were 
the administrators who worked out the pro- 
cedures, provided the patients and places, 
and decided the methods of killing; they 
pronounced a sentence of life or death in 
every individual case; they were the execu- 
tioners who carried out or—without being 
coerced to do so—surrendered their pa- 
tients to be killed in other institutions; they 
supervised and often watched the slow 
deaths.” 

The organized, systematic murder of 
mental patients by psychiatrists in Ger- 
many was not only an atrocity in itself but 


e 


Nazi hunter Simon 
Wiesenthal reports that 
German psychiatric 
euthanasia centers 
were “training centers 
for Hitler’s 
genocide programme.” 


° 


also a necessary step in the events that led 
up to the murder of 6 million Jews. Psychia- 
try established the principles and prac- 
tices that led to the Holocaust and carried 
out many of the actual murders, 

Did psychiatry cause the extermination 
of the Jews? Of course not. Antisemitism, 
nationalism, religious ideology, economic 
catastrophe, war—the list of causes be- 
hind the Holocaust is complex and even 
infinite. Was psychiatry required for the 
mass murder of the Jews? The evidence 
says yes. Psychiatry provided both the 
theory and the practice required for Hitler's 
scheme of destruction for the Jews. 

From the practical aspect, psychiatry 
provided the first “how to” demonstration 
for massive, systematic extermination. It 
showed how concentration camps (state 
mental hospitals) could be used as holding 
centers while more technologically ad- 
vanced extermination centers carried out 
the actual murders. It proved that inmates 
could be sufficiently subdued and cowed 
into submitting to such practices, and it 
proved that personnel could be trained to 
handle the task without rebelling or losing 
their own grip on sanity. 


But the connections between the psy- 
chiatric atrocity and the murder of the 
Jewish populations is much more direct. 
The psychiatric “euthanasia centers” 
became the training centers for SS mur- 
derers, When extermination-camp com- 
mandant Franz Stang! was asked in an 
interview how he was able to accept his 
role in murdering large numbers of people, 
he explained that he had been trained for 
this by doctors in the euthanasia program 
in 1940: “| myself would have nothing what- 
soever to do with the actual operation—this 
was carried out entirely by doctors and 
nurses.” 

In The Murderers Among Us, Nazi- 
hunter Simon Wiesenthal reports that the 
psychiatric euthanasia centers were "train- 
ing centers for Hitler's genocide pro- 
gramme" and that they were “organized 
like a medical school.” He believes that this 
training explains how the SS were so able 
to adjust to killing people. 

Not only were the so-called euthanasia 
centers used for training the SS killers, but 
also the first Jews were brought from the 
concentration camps to be killed in these 
psychiatric facilities. The victims them- 
selves were selected by psychiatric teams, 
on trips to Dachau, Sachsenhausen, 
Buchenwald, Mauthausen, Auschwitz, and 
other concentration camps. In Doctors of 
Infamy the German medical representative 
to Nuremberg, Alexander Mitscherlich, 
admits that testimony at the trials gave 
“proof that in the concentration camps 
prisoners were selected by the same med- 
ical consultants who were simultaneously 
sitting over the destiny of mental-institution 
inmates."" No wonder that Adolph 
Eichmann, on trial in Israel, had the gall to 
offer in defense of himself that the gassing 
of the Jews was a “medical” matter. He 
should have said a psychiatric matter. 

Although the facts have not reached the 
public, | am not the first physician to sug- 
gest that the psychiatric euthanasia pro- 
gram was the necessary forerunner of the 
holocaust that claimed the lives of millions. 
Leo Alexander, the American psychiatrist 
with the primary responsibility for inves- 
tigating psychiatric crimes at Nuremberg, 
has always been a staunch supporter of 
institutional psychiatric practices. At the 
trials he nonetheless came to this dramatic 
conclusion after reviewing the evidence, 
including the army's classified files: “Ac- 
cording to the records, 275,000 people 
were put to death in these killing centers. 
Ghastly as it seems, it should be realized 
that this program was merely the entering 
wedge for exterminations of far greater 
scope in the political program for genocide 
of conquered nations and the racially un- 
wanted,” 

Alexander confirms testimony at Nurem- 
berg that the first political exterminations 
were carried out under the guise of treat- 
ment for sickness—euthanasia. “So-called 
psychiatric experts were dispatched to 
survey the inmates of the camps, with the 
specific order to pick up members of ra- 
cial minorities and political offenders from 
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occupied territories and to dispatch them 
to killing centers with specially made 
diagnoses. ...” 

Another physician, Andrew Ivy, was 
medical-scientific consultant to the prose- 
cution at Nuremberg. Although selected by 
the American Medical Association, he 
pulled no punches in condemning German 
medicine for its role leading up to genocide: 
“Had the profession taken a strong stand 
against the mass killing of sick Germans 
before the war, it is conceivable that the 
entire idea and technique of death fac- 
tories for genocide would not have 
materialized.” 

While Alexander, Ivy, Wertham, and 
others have recognized the practical role 
played by psychiatry in aiding and abetting 
the exterminations, few physicians have 
been willing to face the ideological role 
played by psychiatry in justifying the sterili- 
zation and murder programs. A thorough 
historical analysis would require a review of 
eugenics—the use of genetic theory to 
support political practices aimed at control- 
ling the hereditary traits of the population. 
Here | can point to only a few key figures in 
psychiatry whose promotion of eugenic 
sterilization and euthanasia paved the way 
for Hitler's ideological development. 

The first book that advocated the sys- 
tematic, scientific extermination of a class 
of people for racial, “hygienic” purposes 
was published before Hitler put pen to 
paper and wrote Mein Kampf. \t was The 
Destruction of Life Devoid of Value, 
coauthored by psychiatrist Alfred Hoche 
and lawyer Karl Binding in 1920. Hoche 
was one of Germany's most prestigious 
professors of psychiatry, and his book 
supported the view that many psychiatric 
patients were “mentally dead” and only 
“partial” Germans in their existence. He 
called for medical murder to relieve their 
suffering, to purify the race, and to save the 
state money. Not only did Hitler read 
Hoche, but also, after he took power, he lent 
his name to advertisements for Hoche's 
books. 

Another psychiatrist, Ernst Rudin, was 
also a leading figure in German psychiatry 
before Hitler's regime. As professor of psy- 
chiatry at Munich and director of the De- 
partment of Heredity at the Kaiser Wilhelm 
Institute, he was the world’s most renowned 
eugenic psychiatrist. As a visiting dignitary 
to the United States in 1930, Rudin was 
praised by leaders at the eugenically 
oriented Carnegie Foundation. When the 
Kaiser Wilhelm Institute nearly collapsed 
from lack of funds shortly before Hitler's 
takeover, a large grant from the Rockefeller 
Foundation saved Rudin’s work. Without 
modifying his already racist, eugenic 
ideas, Rudin went on to become the chief 
architect of Hitler's racial-hygiene legisla- 
tion and was lauded on his sixty-fifth birth- 
day by Hitler's minister of the interior, 
Wilhelm Frick, who called him “the inde- 
fatigable champion of racial hygiene and 
meritorious pioneer of the racial-hygiene 
measures of the Third Reich." At the end of 
the war, this hero of psychiatry had to flee 
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from the outraged families of murdered 
mental patients. 

The tie between Hitler and the eugenic 
psychiatrists was so close that much of 
Mein Kampf is literally indistinguishable in 
language and in tone from the major inter- 
national journals and psychiatric textbooks 
of the time. To quote from a few of many 
such passages in Mein Kampf: 

“To demand that defective people be 
prevented from propagating equally defec- 
tive offspring is a demand for the clearest 
reason and, if systematically executed, 
represents the most humane act of man- 
kind, ...” 

“Those who are physically and mentally 
unhealthy and unworthy must not per- 
petuate their suffering in the bodies of their 
children. ...” 

“A prevention of the faculty and opportu- 
nity to procreate on the part of the physi- 
cally degenerate and the mentally sick .. . 
would not only free humanity from an im- 
measurable misfortune but would lead to a 
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recovery which today seems scarcely con- 
ceivable.” 

Hitler received support from psychia- 
trists and social scientists around the world 
after he took power. Many articles in the 
world’s leading medical journals monitored 
and heaped praise on Hitler's eugenic 
legislation and policies. These are the 
same policies that Mitscherlich, the Ger- 
man medical representative at Nuremberg, 
described as “the starting point for the line 
of development that inexorably led to en- 
forced ‘mercy death’ for the incurably in- 
sane, on the one hand, and, during the war, 
on the other, to plans for exterminating 
races declared to be inferior—Poles, Rus- 
sians, Jews, and Gypsies.” 

Leo Alexander, the psychiatrist who ac- 
cepted responsibility for investigating psy- 
chiatric atrocities at the War Crimes Tri- 
bunal, was himself among those who had 
lent his support to Hitler's sterilization laws. 
He was one of several well-known authors 
of Eugenical Sterilization, an official report 
of the American Neurological Association, 
funded by the Carnegie Foundation. 

Speaking of Hitler's two-year-old legisla- 
tion for involuntary sterilization, Alexander 
and his coauthors confirm my observation 


that “it is fair to state that the Sterilization 
Act is not a product of Hitler's régime, in 
that its main tenets were proposed and 
considered several years earlier, before the 
Nazi régime took possession of Germany.” 
They go on to praise the legislation as con- 
forming “closely with the present knowl- 
edge of medical eugenics." 

American encouragement of Hitler's 
psychiatric-eugenic programs went far be- 
yond moral support. In the years prior to 
Germany's Sterilization Act, the state of 
California systematically sterilized 15,000 
psychiatric inmates and became the 
world’s chief experimental area for 
eugenics, Paul Popenoe and other Ameri- 
can eugenicists provided the Germans 
with detailed information on the California 
experience and then supported Hitler's 
programs in American journals. 

In the Journal of Heredity in 1934, 
Popenoe quotes extensively and en- 
thusiastically from Mein Kampf, reporting 
that Hitler studied the most modern 
eugenics textbook while he was in jail, writ- 
ing his own version of the mentally hygienic 
state. “From one point of view,” Popenoe 
correctly observes, “it is merely an acci- 
dent that it happened to be the Hitler ad- 
ministration which was ready to put into 
effect the recommendations of the special- 
ists.” The specialist was psychiatrist Ernst 
Rudin, who guided Hitler's development of 
the therapeutic state. Popenoe regretted 
aspects of Hitler's more crude racism, but 
he was optimistic and envisioned the Nazis 
moving “toward a policy that will accord 
with the best thought of eugenicists in all 
civilized countries." As Popenoe himself 
noted, these practices had already led to 
400,000 sterilizations in Germany in the 
first years of the Third Reich. 

Psychiatric support for eugenic pro- 
grams in the United States sometimes 
exceeded the stated aims of Hitler's 
programs. One of the best-known psychia- 
trists in America, F. J. Kallmann, who was 
famous for his genetic studies of schizo- 
phrenia, himself proposed a far more to- 
talitarian program. Writing in Eugenical 
News in 1938, Kallmann lamented that lim- 
ited “compulsory sterilization of all hos- 
pitalized schizophrenics would not prevent 
more than from 1 percent to 3 percent of 
schizophrenic individuals” from being 
born. He therefore called for “legal power” 
to sterilize “tainted children and siblings of 
schizophrenics” and to prevent marriages 
involving “schizoid eccentrics and border 
line cases.” Kallmann’s article was fol- 
lowed by another piece explicitly praising 
Hitler's mass-sterilization program for deal- 
ing with “these useless, hopeless, and 
harmful people.” 

American psychiatrists did not stop at 
supporting sterilization. In July 1942, when 
Germany's medical-murder program was 
known to leaders in American psychiatry, 
the official journal of the American Psychi- 
atric Association published two articles 
debating a final solution for America's re- 
tarded. In the journal's lead article, origi- 
nally delivered at the annual meeting of the 
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same girl or girls twice. Never. Always 
somebody different.” 

This principle touches on a peculiar 
double standard. An Arab will never take 
one of his wives out publicly—for instance, 
to go dancing. This practice protects her 
honor. Yet, as carefree a bachelor as you 
could want, he'll go out himself every night 
with a couple of sexpots. The curious thing 
is that. since an Arab considers any girl 
who'll go out to be a whore, he'll never be 
seen publicly with the same date—that is, 
whore—more than once. This custom pro- 
tects his honor. 

In the Arab world, men definitely have it: 
only an Arab could cheat on four wives 
Although harems of concubines were out- 
awed along with slavery (in Saudi Arabia in 
1962), any handservants, maids, or other 
women not under the “jurisdiction” of an- 
other man are still for the taking. Polygamy 
originated as a desert institution in order to 
protect the female kin of a warrior lost in 
battle; today, however, only 10 percent of 
the Arabs have more than one wife. A pow- 
erful prince, if he likes, can commandeer 
up to eight wives in one fling, but this feat 
requires legal loopholing with pending di- 
vorces and remarriages. 

The Islamic scholar | interviewed on this 
matter said, “These questions are aca- 
demic!” When a marriage is polygamous, 
wives are alternated. Around the house 
hubby is known as ya sidi, “my master,” and 
a wife's duties center on her being at his 
physical disposal. The traditional view 
holds that all women are inferior; they are 
pleasure objects, and any female left alone 
with any male of suitable age will end up 
having sex, no matter what the conse- 
quences. Segregation of the sexes, from 
child rearing on through adulthood, is 
therefore felt necessary. 

Oral sex is taboo, making love during a 
woman's period is taboo, and one of the 
few divorce cases a woman can win is at- 
tempted sodomy. As | found out later from 
other sources, “good women” stay inside, 
appropriately veiled and hidden, and 
shave their vaginal area. All the rest are 
technically whores (choutcouka). For that 
matter, in some more backward regions of 
the Middle East, if a young girl acts too 
flirtatious, she can wind up with a 
clitoridectomy. which will keep her out of 
harm's way. 

Segregation of the sexes—men always 
with men—is held accountable for homo- 
sexual tendencies in the Arab sexual orien- 
tation, In spite of being expressly forbidden 
by the Koran, homosexual activities have 
been commonplace to the point of social 
acceptability in the desert lands for cen- 
turies. According to one text (recom- 
mended by the scholar), wealthy sheikhs in 
the Siwa Oasis of western Egypt continue 
to trade off their sons to each other even 
now. Ironically, nobody is looked down upon 
for fucking a boy, but if you get screwed, 


you're a fairy! 

An Egyptian girl | spoke to told me that 
half the Arab men are gay or at least bisex- 
ual. while a Frenchman from Algiers told 
me that all Arabs are gay. Then, at a restau- 
rant in Geneva, a taggily aggressive Arab 
businessman wanted to buy my dinner. | 
told him no thanks but asked whether he'd 
be interested in an interview. 

“What country are you from?" | asked. 

“I'm an Arab,” he said. “That's all that's 
important for you to know. How's your 
wine—potent?" 

During the entire interview he wouldn't 
stop harping about how much “better” men 
were than women. Finally, | got to the payoff 
question. “Tell me.” | said. “Is it true that 
most Arabs are gay?” 

"As far as I'm concerned, everyone is 
gay.” 

“Thanks for your information. !'ll be sure 
to tell President Carter.” 

The public-relations person for a large 
hotel chain described the position of Arabs 
in Europe very well. “If an Arab decided he 
wanted fresh milk every morning,” she told 
me, “we'd find a way to put a cow in his 
bathroom,” The same service policies 
apply to girls. Oil-rich Arabs order prosti- 
tutes the way lesser mortals ask for room 
service. Like most gentlemen, WOGs pre- 
fer blondes, and WOG demand for Cauca- 
sian flesh is at a premium. 

“Les Arabes,” a worldly-wise Parisian 
casting agent confided to me in a studio 


crammed with hot models, “want blondes.” 

“Well. what kind of blondes?” | inquired 
“Scandinavian?” 

“Yes. Swedish." he replied. “You know, 
tall, long legs, blue eyes. That kind.” 

| glanced around the studio while the 
agent opened portfolios. A dozen of the 
loveliest women I'd ever seen were so close 
that | could breathe down their necks—if 
only | had petrodollars. 

"Mind if | talk to a few of the girls?" | 
asked 

He didn't care, and after an hour | had 
only one anecdote. One model's girl friend 
also a model. had been raped and sodo- 
mized by two Arab brothers in their flat in 
London and then handsomely paid off. In- 
stead of going to the police, she went to the 
bank, 

At a bar in Geneva, | learned more about 
the custom-sex trade. Felix, the night con- 
Cierge at the Hotel Beau Rivage, finished 
his third cognac and drowsily watched the 
World Cup soccer play-offs on a television 
set suspended from the ceiling. I'd met 
Felix through the trucker boyfriend of a 
U.N. secretary's roommate. 

Felix confirmed the existence of elite 
“airborne” call-girl rings that served Arab 
clientele. The corner on this market went to 
about ten highly placed “intermediaries.” 
all of Arab origin. The most successful was 
a Lebanese who mixed freely with 
Mideastern royalty and was known in inner 
circles as the Pimp of the Princes. The royal 
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pimp jetted around Europe with a 
catalogue of sex kittens and copies of 
French high-fashion magazines from which 
Their Royal Highnesses could choose. 
Forty-eight-hour delivery to anywhere in 
the world, Felix said, is guaranteed 

“One of our bonnes femmes heard the 
Lebanese talking to a prince, discussing a 
model in one of these magazines. The next 
night the same model checked into our 
hotel. You know what time? Three o'clock in 
the morning.” 

Even with a royal discount. the cost for 
such a high-class hatchun can be as much 
as $3,000 and never less than $500. De- 
pending on the girl, longer-term rates are 
available. “Some stay one night, and some 
have stayed a month, and the longer they 
stay, the more jewels you see on them.” The 
girls are generally tall blondes, either 
Scandinavian, German, or French, and 
they are almost always flown in from Paris. 

Speculation is that the Lebanese has 
built his stable not only by offering women 
incomparably high money but also by 
blackmailing them. A rising fashion model 
who succumbed once can be coerced into 
prostitution again by threats of revelation 
This kind of scheme does have its draw- 
backs. In the past year the Pimp of the 
Princes has had two attempts made on his 
life, presumably by jealous boyfriends. 

| boarded the 1307 express in Geneva to 
Paris, en route to London, where I'd catch 
another flight back to New York. At the bar | 


met a girl from Cairo, Fatima, who'd been in 
Geneva for a conference at the Interna- 
tional Labor Organization. | explained the 
story | was on. 

“lan tell you about a princess | know,” 
she offered, “but | can't tell you her coun- 
try—it would only cause more problems.” 
The princess (from a small country on the 
Arabian Peninsula) had been allowed to go 
to school in Switzerland, which was quite 
an honor for her, considering the few rights 
that Arab women have. Following two years 
of study and cultural contact, the princess 
became a bit westernized and, accord- 
ingly. started dating 

“In Switzerland she was like everyone 
else," Fatima said. “She didn't wear a veil, 
she spoke French, she dressed nicely. You 
know, she was normal.” Unfortunately, her 
family didn't think so, They'd kept a watch 
on her through “spies”; and when the family 
learned that the princess had a lover, four 
men came and bodily kidnapped her. She 
was flown to her country, and there religious 
authorities inspected her vagina and de- 
clared her soiled, Zina. 

“Now the princess is being held a pris- 
oner in her own home," Fatima told me. 
“She can't go out and can't communicate 
with the outside; it's terrible. And all be- 
cause she made love to aman. Now she's a 
disgrace. She won't ever be able to marry. If 
she had only known, she could have had 
one of those operations. But it happened 
too fast.” 


“What kind of operation?” | asked with 
Curiosity and concern 

“There are so many Arab girls in Swiss 
schools to whom this has happened that a 
few sympathetic surgeons have started 
sewing them up. It's really not a dangerous 
operation. The hymen is restitched, and no 
one except a doctor will know that the girl 
has lost her virginity. It can change a girl's 
whole life." Fatima went on to say that a girl 
she knew had had the operation three 
times 

| was dumbfounded. "Did you ever have 
one?" 

Fatima, around twenty-five, dark-haired, 
olive-skinned, shook her head. “In Cairo 
we're fairly liberated, Unlike most.” 

As the train rocketed on through the 
sunny French countryside, | poured her 
another glass of wine. Suddenly, she 
grabbed my hand and, jabbering in 
Arabic, kissed it and touched my fingers to 
her forehead. “Don't be embarrassed,” she 
said, laughing. “In my country, when aman 
serves a woman, this is an oath we say in 
thanks.” 

“I've never seen that before." 

“No? In all your research, didn't you ever 
make love to an Arab woman?" Fatima 
teased. “Or is the article just on Arab men?” 
Before | could answer, she said, “I'll tell you 
about Arab men. They're the most sensu- 
ous of lovers, if you want to know.” 

“How's that?” 

“They still know how to treat a woman. 
They make the advances; they undress her 
. .." Fatima asked me if she was talking 
too loudly. | admitted that in the restaurant 
car | felt slightly shy. “Do you want to go to 
my compartment?” she asked. “No one's 
there.” Arab women can make advances of 
their own. 

We walked back to the empty first-class 
compartments, but no sooner had | sat 
down than the conductor asked for my 
ticket. With typical Arab generosity, Fatima 
pulled out some French notes and paid the 
difference for me 

“Thanks. | lost all my money at the casino 
in Deauville." 

“Just pull the curtains,” she said. Fatima 
resumed with her ideas about Arab men. 
“You could call it sadomasochism, | sup- 
pose, but if Arab men are cruel to a woman, 
it's only to help her fee/. | mean, he'll slap 
her on her backside, bite her, pinch her, 
sometimes even twist her arm. Not too 
hard, of course.” 

“So what do they say to you in bed— ‘I 
love you,’ or ‘I hate you'?" 

She giggled. “Oh, never ‘I love you.’ 
Maybe ya kelba—'my little dog.’ That's 
considered by women to be a term of en- 
dearment.” 

“I see, | see.” 

| set down the wine and, like a good 
Arab, started tearing off her clothes. She 
wore about three slips but no underwear, 


“Isn't that the young fellow who went away to find himself?” 
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and by the time | got her naked, she was 


panting like a dog in heat. “Ya kelba!” | bit 
into her neck. 

She reached out and complimented me, 
and so | gave it to her. | had to. O+-q 


~ DUSTY 


. | have a feelin’ that 
God dice t give me this 36-23-36 
figure for only one man! ® 
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@.../ guess I'm like the 
original “honky-tonk 
angel”... No man’s 
gonna fence me in at 
this young age... .® 


HONKY-IONK ANGEL 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY CARL WACHTER 


! was born on the streets of Laredo, raised in San Antone and 
Austin, and learned the wicked ways of the world 
from Houston hippies and Dallas bankers,” says Dusty Jackson. 
our January Pet of the Month. She reads off her resume 
with a funny, western grin 
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Dusty discovered two things at an early age. “One, | could sing like an angel; 
two, | could flirt like the devil.” This fortunate combination 
has made her ambitious as well as understandably restless. “| knew | 
didn't want to spend my whole life in a small Texas town like 
Laredo or Wichita Falls and marry-some guy whose ambition is to work on 
an ail rig, drink Pearl beer, and play pool on weekends. | knew 
| wanted to see a lot of places, have a lot of adventures with men, and be 
a country-western singer. Some little voice was whispering in my 
ear, ‘Stay west, young woman!"” 


@/ like men who look and sound like men—there'll be no eastern-dude sissies for me! ® 


93 


Her friends and parents encouraged her, and that's just 
what she did. "! bet I've sung in every honky-tonk from Madisonville 
to El Paso—and from Phoenix to San Diego. | guess I'm 
like the original ‘honky-tonk angel' that 
Hank Williams made so famous. No one’s gonna fence me in 
at this young age. (I'm twenty.) | have a feelin’ 
God didn't give me this 36-23-36 figure for only one man.” 


Dusty hasn't gotten to Nashville 


atting c 
with i 


biggest! 
figure anc 
Marshall's raunchy, gritty, 
elivery sh plains 


96 PENTHOUSE 


aN 


Py PPR ORL 


PTs <u rik Ne & Baek \; 
Rez ‘ ‘ce BEER tts 


Dusty like 0 look and 
sound like men. “No 
tn-dude sissies for me! And 
when they take me to bed 
ell ! guess the Marshal 
Chapman song ‘Rode Hard 
and Put U; {' just about says 
my preference.” she leases. 
very slight blush showing through 
ountry-girl tan. Dusty 
may well ha ome hard roads 
to tre but we're sure of 


one thing: they'll always be paved 


with good inventions 


Ota 


MISS DUSTY JACKSON/PENTHOUSE PET OF THE MONTH 


—— 
PENTHOUSE 


PEL 
OF THE 
YEAR 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY BOB GUCCIONE 


Dominique Mauré believes that true 
rapport between aman and a woman is 
both rare and precious—and always a 

= to maintain. “I'm my own 
woma d like most Cancers, I'm 
moody and alittle temperamental, A 
man has to know when to be demanding 
with me and when to be indulgent." 


CURRICULUM 
VITAL 


anadian-born Dominique Mauré has exceeded her 

own expectations, while sublimely satisfying those of 

our readers. Our statuesque, chestnut-haired beauty 

was something ofa late bloomer—tall forher age anda 
little late in developing the sensuous 38-24-37 figure that gives 
her such a rapport with the camera. For this reason, she volun- 
teers, being chosen Pet of the Year was especially thrilling. “At the 
age of fourteen,” she confides with her usual candor, “Il couldn't 
even imagine having a Saturday 
night date, much less being the 
winner of a national beauty con- 
test.” 

In addition to her captivating 
appearances in the pages of 
Penthouse, Dominique has en- 
joyed a substantial career in 
modeling fashions for such 
magazines as Redbook, French 
Vogue, and Cosmopolitan. “| 
love modeling,” she tells us, 
“but now it's time to move on to 
other things—specifically, 
public-relations work. There the 
contact | have with people is 
more direct and even more 
satisfying: suddenly, I'm not 
only a lovely image on a page 
but also an involved, caring 
person using all my talents, my 
intelligence, and my personality 
to the fullest.” 

Traveling, whether for public- 
relations work, for Penthouse, 
or for her own pleasure, is “the 
most educational way to have 
fun in the world. You begin to 
see special behavior patterns 
emerging in the different kinds 
of people you meet." Her most 
recent observation is that we 
seem to be embarking on a 
romantic renaissance in this 
country. “In the sixties,” our 
thoughtful Pet explains, “the 
slogan ‘Make Love, Not War’ applied to the conflict in Vietnam, 
now it seems to apply to the war between the sexes. Men and 
women seem not only to be settling their differences but also to be 
celebrating them. Marriage is on the rise again, and women are 
wearing curls and dresses in order to look more feminine. Men are 
running and working out and building themselves up to be 
stronger and more masculine.” 

Dominique considers her reign as Pet of the Year the biggest 


milestone so far in her young life. Along with the approbation of 
millions of discriminating Penthouse readers, she has received a 
queen's ransom in gifts—$95,000 in cash and prizes, including a 
$28,000 custom-made Excalibur sports car (pictured here) anda 
hooded Finnish raccoon coat, which makes her wish that winter 
were “a twelve-month season!” 

But Dominique feels that the biggest prize is the “almost 
euphoric lift that being chosen Pet of the Year has given my ego. | 
think every woman secretly 
wants to be wanted by every 
man," she adds, her slanted, 
feline eyes lighting up at the 
thought 

When Dominique isn't on the 
road, she prefers to live in New 
York City. “The Big Apple is like 
the Biblical apple, ina way,” she 
quips, “tempting, thrilling, and 
definitely habit forming.” Her 
favorite pastimes when she is at 
home include gardening— 
especially growing vegetables 
organically. She has also been 
sewing and designing her own 
clothes for years, a talent that 
she cultivated because her 
spectacular body is both too tall 
and too curvaceous for ready- 
to-wear fashions. 

Having such a body, she tells 
us, doesn’t have many disad- 
vantages. "Being a sex object is 
fantastic, as long as you have 
other qualities as well. It's won- 
derful to know that I'll scarcely 
ever meet a man who won't 
proposition me if | act at all in- 
terested.” As for men who don't 
turn her on but pop the question 
anyway, Dominique says, “I like 
to let them down gently. | guess 
there's a streak of Candy in me,” 
she adds. “| hate hurting a 
man's feelings.” 

Being attractive is also a big plus for her in public relations. Her 
exotic beauty has, in fact, often prompted admirers to note her 
almost startling resemblance to Raquel Welch. "! consider that a 
great compliment,” she confides, "but someday | hope I'll be well 
known enough in my own right that other young women will be flat- 
tered to be told that they resemble me." It's easy to envision a day 
when Dominique will have many imitators, but for us she'll always 
be a true and memorable original. O74 


Now twenty-seven, Dominique eagerly looks forward to 
her thirtieth birthday. "Some women see that as a bad 
day—the end of their girlhood—and dread it, What they 
overlook is that it is also the beginning of true 
womanhood—a time when you can become totally com- 
fortable with your beauty and confident of your sexuality. 
Her own sexuality, she confides, responds best to 


subtlety—to the more tender nuances of lovemaking. "A 
man who knows enough to stroke me delicately—his 
fingertips barely lighting on my breasts or thighs or the 
back of my neck—and who takes the time to linger over 
his caresses until they're nearly as torturous as they are 
exquisite will provoke a response he never before 
dreamed existed.” 
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MISS DOMINIQUE MAURE 
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THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER 


Since our earlier warning about possible physical and 
physiological effects on veterans because of their exposure to 
the herbicide “Agent Orange" while they served in Vietnam, 
the Veterans Administration has taken a variety of actions to 
deal with this matter. 

Penthouse is encouraged by these actions, and based on 
our investigation, we are convinced that there is no intent on 
the part of the VA to “cover up” or ignore the problem. For the 
record, Max Cleland, administrator of the VA, said to Pent- 
house: “Let me emphasize that any veteran who feels he has a 
problem from Agent Orange should come to the VA. By so 
doing he will get any treatment he might need, and his 
symptoms will then be on his record for any bearing they might 
have on later claims. It will also add to our information. This 
does not mean, of course, that we are urging veterans without 
symptoms to assume that they, too, need a checkup. | believe 
this would alarm them unnec- 


heavily exposed to herbicides of unspecified characteriza- 
tion. The data, however, are incomplete and inconclusive. A 
heavy dosage of the chemicals can produce disturbing 
symptoms, including nausea, impaired taste and smell, and 
temporary muscle paralysis, The evidence to date shows that 
these symptoms disappear after a short period, but this 
leaves unanswered the question of whether exposure to the 
herbicide increases the incidence or harmfulness of other, 
naturally occurring disorders, Hence many Vietnam veterans 
may be harboring chemical time bombs—in the sense that 
significant residues of the herbicide chemicals may be stored 
in their body fat or liver, likely to be released in concentrated 
doses during periods of illness or stress. The VA is seeking 

facts to prove or disprove this possibility. 
Penthouse believes that the media reports about the dele- 
terious effects of Agent Orange on Vietnam veterans served a 
useful purpose. These ac- 


essarilyand domore harm than 
good to both the veterans and 
our study.” 

The study referred to by Max 
Cleland is being personally 
supervised by Dr. Paul Haber, 
who heads Professional Ser- 
vices in the VA's Department of 
Medicine and Surgery and who 
isa former research chemist as 
well as physician. Dr. Haber 
and his fellow scientists recog- 
nize the possibility that Vietnam 
veterans who were exposed to 
one or more of the herbicides 
(Agents Orange, Blue, White, 


chemical time bom 
Significan 
herbicide chemic 


“Veterans may be harboring 


during periods of illness or stress.” 


counts focused on the very real 
physical and physiological 
problems that some of the vic- 
timized veterans were encoun- 
tering, Some spokesmen 
called for an immediate, crash 
program to determine, scientif- 
ically and medically, whether 
the chemicals in the various 
herbicides did or did not do 
the nightmarish things to the 
human body and mind that had 
been reported. Others voiced 
conspiracy theories, linking 
the Veterans Administration's 
and/or the government's rela- 
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or Purple) may experience 
some long-range adverse 
reactions. However, before this possibility can be dealt with 
scientifically, the VA must have facts and data from Vietnam 
veterans who may have been exposed to the herbicides. To 
this end the VA has issued Circular 10-78-219, dated Sep- 
tember 14, 1978, to provide all VA facilities with a uniform 
procedure for handling such claims. 

Veterans who have encountered problems in filing claims 
for disability or hospitalization because of exposure to Agent 
Orange should get a copy of the circular from the nearest VA 
office. The circular lays out the procedures to be followed and 
indicates the information required from the veteran. The im- 
portance of accurate information cannot be overstated. Only 
with accurate data can the fears of those who were exposed to 
Agent Orange be dispelled and a proper determination made 
of the long-range adverse actions of these chemicals on their 
persons. 

So far, there is essentially no conclusive information in- 
criminating the herbicides as carcinogens for man. 

There are suggestions that birth defects may have been 
induced in children born to female Vietnamese who were 
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tionship to the Dow Chemical 
Corporation and pointing out 
the obvious legal and economic implications of a massive 
increase in Vietnam-veteran disability compensation claims. 

Penthouse has taken careful note of these stories, each of 
which has added to the public's appreciation of the many and 
continued problems Vietnam veterans are facing. But today 
our concern is focused not simply on gaining the VA's and the 
government's attention but also on the providing of effective 
treatment for afflicted Vietnam veterans, whether their afflic- 
tion happens to be due to exposure to Agent Orange or to 
something else. 

To this end, Penthouse will continue to monitor the results of 
the VA's research into the effects of exposure to Agent Orange 
and the other herbicides and its efforts in treating the unex- 
plained illnesses and symptoms of Vietnam veterans. These 
illnesses may in truth be due to exposure to herbicides. But 
until this can be conclusively established, Penthouse advo- 
cates a policy of cautious support of the VA's effort to acquire 
the facts. And acquisition of these facts depends as much, if 
not more, on the actions of those most concerned—Vietnam 
veterans themselves. O+— 
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Try the solution. 
Camel Lights. 


Camel Lights. Finally, a cigarette that solves sa 
low tar/low taste problem. Because only Ca 
Lights has a richer-tasting Camel blend. 
formulated for low tar smoking. 

At 9 mg tar, it delivers all the satisfaction 
that's been missing from ordinary low tars. 


Satisfaction. Only 9 mg tar. 


| Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 


| That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health 9 mg. “tar”, 0.8 mg. nicotine 
4 av. per cigarette by FTC method. 


ADVISE & DISSENT 
OPINON 


BY NICK THIMMESCH 


The author a syndicated Washington columnist 

is currently writing the biography of Daniel James, the 
first black four-star general. In addition to his c 
which appears in seventy newspapers, 

Thimmesch has written several books, including 

two about Robert Kennedy, and makes 

frequent appearances on radio and television. 


WHY 

WE NEED 
ILLEGAL 
ALIENS 


120 PENTHOUSE 


illegal aliens, whether there are 2, 4, 6, 8 million or the Lord 

knows how many putting their heads to rest every night in 
our Republic. No one really does know how many of them are 
here. For several years alarmists have cried that these souls 
are “flooding” the country, stealing jobs, soaking up billions in 
welfare and education, wallowing in crime, and generally 
degrading our blessed United States. 

Oh, how darkly the aliens are painted, but these fears might 
be racial, for, indeed, the majority of them ae brown people 
from Mexico and Central America. An assortment of senators 
and congressmen, fretting editorialists, xenophobic labor- 
union chieftains, and hysterical worrywarts in the Zero Popu- 
lation Growth movement would have us think that we are 
engulfed, not by the yellow peril of three generations ago, but 
by an equally menacing human tide of illicit outsiders. 

The alarmists exaggerate their numbers, but we do know 
that about 1 million illegal aliens were stopped by immigration 
officials in 1977, the majority of them at the Mexican border. 
The figure will probably be greater in 1978. Many have been 
arrested several times, and one persevering Mexican was 
even arrested five times in one day. With so many jaded 
American citizens telling us how bad our country is, why do all 
these outsiders try their damnedest to get in? 

Well, people always vote with their feet. Why did our grand- 
fathers and grandmothers, our forefathers and foremothers, 
stuff their miserable belongings into mediocre bags, board 
steerage quarters in stinky ships, and make the long and 
usually unpleasant voyage to a land they knew little about? 
They came, simply, to improve their lives, to get something to 
eat and to wear, to find a measure of freedom. 

For centuries people have been pushed by persecution 
and economic hardship to try another place, and the United 
States has been the prime puller of the past 200 years. To- 
day's illegal aliens are feared, but so were the great waves of 
immigrants who came to the United States in generations 
past. The superpatriots of that time despised them as 
“hordes” of wretched, unwashed masses, the scum of 
Europe, and so on. Nowadays. especially during the recent 
bicentennial year, the immigrants of generations past are 
idealized and revered. There is even some status in being 
second-generation, given the current fashion for ethnics 

The basic difference between the old immigrants and to- 
day's aspirants is that the former had a legal way in. Today's 
illegal migrants are fence climbers, stream swimmers, hide- 
aways, and border violators. What they are doing is not new. 
For at least fifty years, Latins, facing low immigration quotas. 
have voted for America by entering illegally. Some were called 
“greasers,” some were called “wetbacks,” and some were 
given a measure of respectability by being designated 
“braceros.” 

But they all had one quality in common—they came to work, 


fis: to begin by making it clear that | am on the side of 


and that's why | am on their side. Work is what makes this or 
any other country: They came to work so that they could 
improve themselves and their families. They take the tough 
and dirty jobs American citizens—increasingly addicted to 
government handouts—won't take. 

\llegal aliens pick the fruit, vegetables, and cotton; they 
Peel the potatoes and wash the dishes; they serve as live-in 
housekeeper slaves for some of Washington's most pious 
political liberals; and they empty the bedpans at hospitals and 
the garbage in cut-rate cafeterias. 

Itis ironic that several illegal aliens were apprehended while 
they were on the difficult job of painting the Statue of Liber 
ty—that beckoning colossus bearing the well-known inscrip- 
tion: "Give me your tired, your poor, Your huddled masses 
yearning to breathe free,/ The wretched refuse of your teem- 
ing shore... .” 

Most major studies show that the overwhelming majority of 
illegal aliens work, pay taxes and social security, are rarely on 
welfare, and generally stay out of trouble except when immi- 
gration officers stalk them. 

These studies contradict the unfounded charges made by 
certain senators and labor leaders that illegal aliens burden 
the welfare and education system and cost the American 
taxpayer billions. In fact, illegal aliens have benefited the 
economy, 

For one thing, employers need and welcome them. It's not 
that employers are altruistic. It's that they can pay illegal aliens 
substandard wages and also get them to do work which 
Americans won't do these days. Apple crops have rotted for 
lack of hands—of Americans or whomever—to pick. On 
Maryland's eastern shore, in the summer of 1977, federal 
officials raided a camp where migrant workers had been 
employed as tomato and cucumber pickers. The owners were 
furious, partly because the feds trampled their tomato fields, 
but more because they lost their best workers. 

And so it is across the nation during harvesttime. The fed- 
eral government, while professing to work to stop illegal im- 
migration, also allows many thousands of migrant workers to 
be employed under the “H-2” (green card) system. This 
scheme has the farmer swearing that he advertised in an 
effort to get American workers but failed; so he needed the 
migrants. 

Recently, raids on a score of the best restaurants in Wash- 
ington, D.C., netted anywhere from two to eleven illegal aliens 
in each establishment. “| couldn't run my place without them,” 
said one restaurateur. “| have tremendous respect for these 
people. They don't miss a day of work, and they don't take as 
much as a toothpick from the place. When an American 
comes in for a job, he wants to be the maitre d’ or headwaiter. If 
we tell him we have an opening for a dishwasher, he is of- 
fended. Aliens are happy to do anything. For them it is an 
honor to have a roof over their head.” 


@ lt is ironic that several 

illegal aliens were arrested while painting 
the Statue of Liberty—that beckoning 
colossus bearing the inscription “Give me 
your tired, your poor, your huddled 
masses yearning to breathe free..." 


Illegal aliens are technically criminals and often receive this 
kind of treatment. They have been attacked by gangs of white 
hoodlums, and in McAllen, Tex., the Ku Klux Klan mustered 
and patrolled the border to keep them out. If they are ap- 
prehended in Los Angeles, they wind up in the county jail and 
the federal government pays the county $102 per night for 
each alien's lodging. In Los Angeles there are half-occupied 
motels that would charge one-third that amount, but a brown- 
skinned illegal alien is destined for the lockup. Leonel Castillo, 
the head of the INS (Immigration and Naturalization Services), 
inspected various detention facilities for illegal aliens on the 
West Coast in 1977. Castillo is a reformer. 

“Some had Johnny-on-the-spot toilets," he said, “and 
smelled like hell. Some aliens are beaten and are pushed 
around. But, you know, they are not criminals or loafers. | 
recently went to a produce dock to investigate. Illegal aliens 
were working their tails off cutting cabbage into coleslaw 
Outside, some Americans were warming themselves by a fire 
| asked one why he didn't take a job, and he said, ‘| don’t work, 
| got welfare.’ One of the five guys we apprehended said: ‘| 
am an honorable man. | came here to work.’ ” 

Castillo wants the mentality of the INS changed from that of 
a cop to that of problem solving. He favors allowing as many 
temporary workers to enter the country as there are jobs for 
them. This is what European nations did with the “guest 
worker" programs. The agricultural economy in many states is 
dependent on these legions of illegal, unregulated guest 
workers. 

The whole illegal alien problem comes down to economics 
and the work ethic. America has a constant need for several 
million unskilled, relatively low-paid employees to work in ag- 
riculture, kitchens, hospitals, and in other tedious places. 

No matter how high the unemployment figure, there are 
never enough workers to fill these unwanted jobs. There was a 
time when immigrants, students, minorities, and anybody will- 
ing to start at the bottom were happy to do this work. 

But now many Americans have learned that a combination 
of unemployment payments, part-time work, food stamps, or 
even a make-work job with CETA (Comprehensive Employ- 
ment and Training Administration) can equal anything a soul 
can make around that bottom rung. It's the illegal alien who 
grabs that bottom rung, and employers are grateful. 

Until Americans realize that our economy gets in trouble 
when more people get government checks than pay money to 
the government, that only work produces goods and services, 
and that money is only valuable if there is work behind it—in 
short, until we understand that the work ethic is what stimu- 
lated productivity and helped bring America the highest 
standard of living in the world, well, | don't want to hear any 
shouting or warning or gasping about illegal aliens. Many 
American citizens just plain don't want to work anymore, 
These aliens do; so I'm on their side. O+-4q 
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PLAYING WITH 
A STACKED DECK 


BY PETER DOBBIN 


Tired of ten-dollar tickets, screaming 

teenyboppers, smoke-filled auditoriums, and 
Gestapo-like security guards? 

The latest in home-recording equipment is so good that 
you may never attend another concert. 
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No home high-fidelity system is complete without a top-quality 
stereo cassette deck. Marvels of audio engineering and design, 
today's cassette decks are light-years more advanced than the 
units that first appeared on the audio market. Improvements in 
head design and tape formulations, combined with the Dol 
system of noise reduction, and some highly s ated tape 
transport systems, account for the emergence cassette 
deck as the number-one home-recording medium 

Almost every deck on the market today employs Ray Dolb' 
system for limiting tape hiss. The Dolby process is based on a 
very easily demonstrated psycho-acoustic principle. The sound 
of a ticking clock in a quiet room is sometimes enough to drive 
one to distraction, but switch on the radio and the sound of the 


ticking all but vanishes. The c sound is still there, of 
course, but the louder radio effectively “m s" the ticking, It is 
this masking effect that figures prominently in the Dolby systen 
Since most taf is made up of high-frequency sound 
Dolby circuitry concentrates its action in the upper frequ 
range. While recording loud ages of music, wher 
masking effect hides any spurious noise, the Dolby circuitry 
remains neutral. During soft passag however, 
frequency component of the music being recorded is booste! 
to a louder level. During playback the process is reversed 
With loud passages no alteration in the signal occurs. But dur- 
ing soft passages high frequencies are attenuated to the same 
degree that they were previously boosted. With the attenuation 


(opposite page, 


eft): SHARP's RT-3388 “computer 
nes an on-board micro-proces: 


‘ontrolled" deck car 

or with five memories ($359.95). (right, 

top), CRAIG 1 with separate bias and equalization push buttons 
49.95). (right, bottom): The PIONEER CT-F1000, a three-head ma 

chine with a remarkably broad and accurate frequency response and an 
lent closed-l dual-capstan transport system ($600) 


(this page, left, top): TANDBERG's TCD 340A 
ly refined transport 


a three-head deck witha 
stem and “Actilinear" circuitry ($1,150). (left, 
bottorn): AIWA’s AD-6900U also employs the three-head configuration 
plus a special two-tone system for bias adjustment ($800). (right): The 
moderately priced SANYO RD-5350 ($219.95) features three-position 
bias and equalization switching 
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of the previously boosted high-frequency levels in playback 
much hiss is lost without sacrificing any of the music it- 
self. With the Dolby circuitry working correctly, tape hiss is 
reduced by some ten db's 

A more recent innovation in cassette-deck technology— 
one that is having a tremendous effect on the performance 
and flexibility of cassette recording—involves the separation 
of the record and 
playback heads. Be- 
fore Nakamichi intro- 
duced the first three- 
head stereo cassette 
deck in 1973, cas- 
sette decks were 
locked into a simple 
two-head arrange- 
ment; that is, the re- 
cording and play- 
back functions were 
performed by one 
single dual-function 
head. By separating 
these two functions 
important sonic im- 
provements could be 
realized 

In open-reel decks 
(where the three- 
head configuration is 
the rule), it was 
learned, the gap on 
the recording head 
must be wider than 
the gap on the play- 
back head. Having a 
wider recording gap 
enables a strong 
magnetic field to be 
generated, thereby 
impressing a stronger 


magnetic charge on : 
the audio tape. In = 
playback, however, & 
where sensitivity to 3) 
the most minute § 


changes in magnetic 
impulses is neces- 
sary, the playback 
gap must be narrow 
enough to detect all 
the tape's stored 
magnetic charges. It 
is this separation of 
the record and play 
back heads that 
helps account for the 
wide frequency response of three-head cassette decks, such 
as Nakamichi's Model 1000! 

Another advantage of the three-head configuration is that it 
enables you to test-listen to sound being recorded on the tape 
before the actual recording process. Since the tape must 
Pass a separate playback head after it has been recorded, in 
just a fraction of a second the home recordist can assess the 
quality of the recording being made 

Tandberg’s three-head deck, Model TCD-340A. boasts 
another innovation in cassette deck technology. As the home 
recordist quickly learns, recording at too high a level will lead 
to tape saturation and distortion. Many decks have built-in 
recording level limiters, which place a ceiling on the amount of 
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A trio of outstanding three-head cassette decks. (top to bottom): AKAI's GXC-570DI/ 
with A.DR. (automatic distortion reduction) System for low distortion over an extended 
frequency range ($900); TEAC's C-1 has a closed-loop, dual-capstan transport system 
that provides maximum tape-run stability and reduces dropouts and level fluctuations the tape 


to the minimum ($1,300), and the peerless NAKAMICHI 10001/, the first deck with a true 
three-head configuration and the first deck capable of a flat-to-20,000 Hz frequency 
response ($1,650). (All suggested retail prices.) 


signal that can be fed to the recording head. Tandberg's 
solution is something called the Actilinear system. With this 
special circuitry, the tape can be fed with stronger signals at a 
fixed level of distortion. So effective is this system that Tand- 
berg claims a 20 db increase in signal-handling capacity over 
other comparable cassette decks 

Decks like Aiwa's Model AD-6900U, Akai's Model GXC- 
570DI|, Pioneer's 
Mode! CT-F1000, and 
TEAC's Model C-1 
employ another ver- 
sion of the three-head 
configuration. In 
stead of installing 
physically separate 
record and playback 
heads (as Nakamichi 
does), these units 
have separate record 
and playback gaps 
built into the same 
physical housing 
This feature allows for 
the differing gap 
widths proper to the 
record and playback 
functions without 
necessitating the ul 
traprecise alignment 
procedures neces- 
sary on the Naka- 
michi deck 

Bias and equaliza- 
tion are two important 
terms in modern cas- 
sette decks, and it's 
important to under- 
stand their general 
usage in recording 
Basically, tape record- 
ing is a process of 
magnetizing a piece 
of metal-oxide-coat- 
ed tape with an im- 
pulse analogous to 
the musical input 
Musical signals 
however, are just not 
sufficient in them 
selves to do a good 
job of magnetizing 
What's 
needed is an extra 
amount of energy. 
This extra energy. in 
the form of very high- 
frequency current, is bias. In combination, bias and the musi- 
cal signals do the job of magnetizing the audio tape 

What's important for the cassette deck user to know Is that 
each type of tape formulation requires a very specific level of 
bias current for optimal recording. Most high-quality decks 
now provide front-panel switching for adjusting the deck's 
internal bias circuitry to match most available tapes. Some 
decks, such as Aiwa's Model AD-6900U, go one step further 
and allow the user to fine-tune a specific tape's bias require- 
ment with built-in test tones and fine-adjustment knobs 

Adjustments for tape equalization are also found on most 
modern cassette decks. either in conjunction with the bias 
adjustment switch or separately. Since different audio tapes 
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have a tendency to store different frequencies in varying 
intensities, equalization is a way to smooth out the frequency 
response during playback. In decks with separate bias and 
equalization switches, care should be taken to adjust both 
according to the tape manufacturer's specifications 

While three-head decks might still be considered a bit too 
costly for the first-time cassette-deck buyer, there is no lack of 
excellent two-head 
machines. Sharp's f 
Model RT-3388, for 
instance, actually J. 
carries an on-board 
microprocessor to / 
perform a host of / 
functions that make 
life with a cassette 
deck easier. Whether 
it's replaying a spe- 
cific section of tape. 
finding a particular 
song, or recording a 
program from an ex- 
ternal source while 
you're away from 


home, the RT-3388's 
remarkable built-in 
“brain” can do it 


Even those who re- 
ally want to watch 
their budgets can get 
many important fea- 
tures and impressive 
performance from the 
more modestly priced 
cassette decks 
Sanyo's Model RD- 
5350, for instance 
features three-posi- 
tion bias and equal- 
ization switching, 
Dolby, and a phase- 
locked loop DC ser- 
vomotor for accurate 
tape speed. And units 
such as Craig's 
Model 5201 now in- 
corporate separate 
bias and equalization 
push buttons as well 
as Dolby noise-re- 
duction circuitry. 


Photograph by Pete Turner 
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Audio Tape 

As anyone who has 
ever purchased an 
Inexpensive, off- 


ab 


Headphones (top, /eft to right); SENNHEISER's HD-424's ($100) and REVOX's RH-31's 

($65) are both "open-air" headphones with wide, flat frequency response. (bottom. left 

tonight). Top-of-the-line KOSS ESP-10's ($300) come with the E/10 energizer (below), 

BANG & OLUFSEN's U-70's ($85) have adjustable head-and-ear controls: TECHNICS’ 

EAH-830's ($80) top the new “Linear-Drive” headphone line Tapes—No-name, 

budget tapes can cause unnecessary noise. Stay with proven, quality tapes, like these 
from AMPEX, BASF, FUJI, MAXELL, MEMOREX, SCOTCH 3M, and TOK 


random noise, and insuring true sound reproduction 

The premium tape industry is distinguished by its continu- 
ing commitment to developing new and improved oxide coat- 
ings. Since different types of metal oxides have varying mag- 
netic properties, audio-tape manufacturers employ several 
different oxide formulations in their tapes. For instance, ferric 
oxide (rust) is very good for reproducing low and middle 
frequencies, while 
chromium dioxide is 
strongest in the re- 
production of higher 
frequencies. Exotic 
metal-oxide crystals 
are also employed by 
some audio-tape 
manufacturers 

When you buy 
audio tape, be sure to 
determine whether 
your machine can 
meet a particular 
tape's bias require- 
ments. If your ma- 
chine does not have a 
bias setting for chro- 
mium-dioxide tape 
which demands a 
much higher level of 


bias than does ferric 
oxide, then spending 
the extra money on 
chrome tape will not 
mean better pertor- 
mance 


A good way to start 
learning the audible 
differences in audio 
tape is to purchase a 
variety of different 
premium brands See 
which performs best 
in your deck. In no 
time at all, you'll be 
making recordings 
that rival open-reel 
machines in fidelity 
and range 


Headphones 

Stereo headphones 
are a natural accom- 
Ppaniment to a stereo 
cassette deck, Be- 
cause headphones 
are highly efficient, 


brand blank cassette knows, cheap tape just isn’t worth the 
bother. Improperly aligned, no-name tapes can cause jam- 
ming, tape spilling, and tearing. It's important to remember 
that when you insert a blank cassette into your deck. you are 
introducing another moving part into a finely built instrument 
If the tolerances in the cassette shell are off by even the tiniest 
fraction of an inch, loss of signal and tape foul-up are likely 
prosects. 

Cheap tape is also a source of much unnecessary noise in 
the recording process. In order to keep noise levels down to a 
minimum, manufacturers like Ampex, BASF, Fuji, Maxell 
Memorex, Scotch 3M, and TDK put their tape through a very 


they can be driven by 
the cassette deck's own internal amplifiers; and many decks 
carry a built-in headphone jack 

Of the many headphones available on the market today, 
there are really just two basic designs—the electrostatic and 
the dynamic. As in full-size loudspeakers, however, manufac- 
turers are finding ways to combine the two principles into a 
hybrid design with some of the performance characteristics 
of both 

Electrostatic units. such as the Koss ESP-10, reproduce 
sound through the action of a very thin diaphragm suspended 
between two metal plates. The diaphragm receives a fixed 
static charge, and the two surrounding metal plates receive 


exact metal-oxide coating. preventing signal dropout and the actual musical signals. The alterations in charge between 
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MURDER AT 
WEST POINT 


The sexual politics of military power 


On the morning of May 25, 1968, the naked body of a West Point plebe was found floating 
in a secluded cove of a lake on the academy reservation. David Hand was dead by 
drowning at age nineteen. 

Ry Slaight, an upperclassman who had been Hand's Beast Barracks (first-year) squad 
leader, discovered by chance that Hand had had sex the same day he'd been murdered. 
Homosexual sex. The academy, Slaight figured, would cover up the murder of David Hand 
as it had covered up all distasteful details about cadet life that might have tarnished the 
West Point image during its 165-year history. He was right. 

That night the academy commandant of cadets, a brigadier general, Vietnam hero, and 
rising star within the army, set in motion the gears of an elaborate scheme that was 
designed to conceal the facts about Hand's murder and laid responsibility for the 
cover-up at the feet of the superintendent, the top man at West Point. He was after his 
boss's job, and he would use his friendships with men in power—a career of favors done 
and debts owed—reaching all the way into the office of the secretary of defense. 

When Hand's death was announced as an accident, Slaight resolved to discover who 
killed him and to force the academy's dirty laundry into the open. Something about David 
Hand had always piqued Slaight's curiosity, and he didn't know what it was. 

Thus began a six-month-long battle of wills: the dogged determination of an idealistic 
but flawed young cadet against the convoluted and expert machinations of a brilliant, 
twisted general obsessed by power. What began as a diversion for Slaight, a game with 
low stakes but lots of action, ended as a nightmare. In the end his own career was on the 
line, and so were those of many others. The game became a nameless, faceless thing with 
a life of its own. The stakes had risen. A plebe was dead. Now Slaight knew that lives were 
currency. 

Desperately, he groped and gambled and found himself finally alone in a room with a 
deputy secretary of defense, aman of great political power in the army and in Washington. 
Slaight gambled that this man, William Beatty, was somehow “behind it all.” He was 
guessing, shooting in the dark, and Beatty was a distant, difficult target. When Beatty 
traveled to West Point, however, he came within range. Slaight found him at the Hotel 
Thayer, a towering, old, military-gothic structure just inside the academy's gates. 


end of the Eisenhower Suite in the Hotel Thayer, West Point. Slaight recognized him 
from photos in Assembly magazine, photos from awards ceremonies at the Penta- 
gon, speeches at Founders Day dinners. 

“Can |help you, young man?” he asked, smiling, He removed his glasses. Even froma 
distance Slaight could see his face was unlined, smooth, fleshy like a baby’s. An extra 
chin swung beneath a dim, five-o'clock shadow, Slaight closed the door to the suite 
behind him. The room was a memorial to West Point, Everywhere were the colors, 
black-gray-gold, the motto, “Duty, Honor, Country.” Slaight didn't pause. He walked 
straight for Beatty’s desk. 

“My name is Ry Slaight,” he announced as he reached the middle of the room. 

“| know who you are,” answered Beatty. 


D: Secretary of Defense William Beatty was sitting behind a huge desk at the far 


+Excerpted from Dress Gray, a novel by Lucian K. Truscott IV, to be published in January, 1979, by Doubleday Books. 


By Lucian K. Truscott IV 


Nustration by Ignacio Gomez 


"And I've come to talk about the murder 
of David Hand." 

Slaight halted, hat gripped tightly in his 
left hand, the stiff collar of his dress gray 
coat rubbing his chin. Beatty's smile dis- 
solved into terminal weariness, arid, so dry 
and scaly that you knew even his sweat 
glands were tired, his tiny facial ducts and 
pores shriveled, finished. Beatty fumbled in 
his jacket pocket, withdrew a vial of pills, 
popped two in his mouth, and swallowed. 

“| have this ... condition,” he stuttered. 

“| don't care what condition you have, Mr. 
Beatty, I'm here to talk about a young man, 
David Hand, who seems to have passed 
away quietly, with no official fanfare and 
very. very little sympathy. And you two were 
such good friends." Slaight enunciated 
slowly, watching Beatty His face sagged, 
like a sponge. 

"Sit down, Mr. Slaight," said Beatty 
weakly, Slaight remained standing. 

“| guess I've known for a long time now 
that this day would come," said Beatty, look- 
ing out the window, past the barren, leafless 
trees, at the Hudson. 

Slaight started pacing back and forth 
across the carpet in front of Beatty's desk. 

“Look. This kid was murdered. | know it. 
The commandant knows it. You know it. And 
we all know who killed him, don't we, Mr. 
Beatty? Don't we?” 

Beatty nodded, still staring out the win- 
dow. 

"The killer was one of your boys, wasn't 
he, Mr. Beatty? Wasn't he one of the guys in 
your crowd last year, one of the guys you're 
always taking down to the Pentagon and 
introducing around? Wasn't he one of your 
sterling crew . .. a general-in-the-making?" 

Beatty sat impassively, staring out the 
window. 

“Well, goddamnit, everybody knows he 
killed Hand, and nothing's being done 
about it. Nothing. There has been no Article 
Thirty-two investigation, no charges, no 
court-martial, no nothing. The guy who 
murdered Hand, killed him in cold blood, 
grabbed the poor bastard, and held him 
underwater till he drowned... he’s free as a 
bird right now. That wouldn't have anything 
to do with the fact he's a homosexual, 
would it, Mr. Beatty?” 

Beatty turned and faced Slaight. 

“What about it, Mr Beatty? Hand was a 
fag. The guy who murdered him was a fag. 
A murder was committed, and nothing is 
happening. | want answers.” 

“You're wrong there, Mr. Slaight.” 

“What do you mean? You know who killed 
Hand, you've got nothing left to investigate, 
and all that's left is tying up a few loose 
ends, Well. I've got a file on the David Hand 
murder that will choke the goddamn New 
York Times as well as any congressional 
committee looking to throw its weight 
around, I'm one loose end you're not going 
to tie up. Mr. Beatty. You're in this thing up to 
your neck..." 

Beatty stood, Slaight stopped pacing 
and faced him. 

“And so are you, Mr. Slaight. And so are 
you." Beatty leaned forward, his hands rest- 
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ing on the green desk blotter before him. 
“We've got a file on you. too. Slaight. A nice. 
fat file full of details about you and your . . 
shall we say . . . relationship with the late Mr. 
Hand, We know all about you and your 
supposed ‘counseling’ sessions with 
Hand, those many hours he spent in your 
room, the two of you alone, behind closed 
doors. We know about the times you two 
were spotted together in the sinks, when 
you held Hand downstairs for ‘special in- 
spection’ just before taps. Beast Barracks 
was, well, conducive to certain freedoms 
as well as discipline, was it not, Mr. 
Slaight?" Beatty stared at Slaight through 
squinty eyes. 

“You haven't got jack-shit on me, Mr 
Beatty,” said Slaight, staring levelly across 
the desk. "And this bluff you're running is 
losing air so quick | can hear it hiss.” 

“Oh, Mr. Slaight! Such bluster!" 

Slaight was silent. 

“Page after page, Mr. Slaight. An entire 
log, hour by hour, clocking the time you 
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“The guy who murdered 
Hand killed him 
in cold blood, grabbed the 
poor bastard, and 
held him underwater till he 
drowned—and he’s free.” 
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spent alone with Hand during Beast. 
Firsthand accounts. Affidavits from indi- 
viduals in your squad, from your fellow 
squad leaders, from upperclassmen. An 
impressive collection, Mr. Slaight, equal in 
every way to the circumstantial so-called 
evidence you have, I'd bet." 

“And what does it add up to, Mr. Beatty? 
What are you trying to say? Me and Hand 
got it on? You got a tape of pillow talk from 
sweet thing David, bragging that he fucked 
his squad leader during Beast? Come on, 
Beatty. The shit's been deep too goddamn 
long, and |'m getting tired of the stink.” 

“We've got it, Mr. Slaight. Believe it.” 

Slaight paused. It crossed his mind that 
Beatty wasn't just bluffing. He probably 
had a stack of affidavits he might even 
have listened to Hand blowing smoke 
about Beast, making up a bunch of shit to 
counter the crippling breakdown he suf- 
fered when Slaight hit him with all that stuff 
about his sister. If Beatty was bluffing, it 
was at least formidable. He had obviously 
planned well in advance for a frontal as- 
sault by Slaight. Slaight considered his po- 
sition. It wasn’t good. Beatty was calling 
him a fag, in effect. It was more than a bluff; 
it was a dare. Slaight felt quickly for his 


options and found only one: retaliate in 
force, but scout him, feel him out first. 

“I'll believe it when | see it, Mr. Beatty.” 

Beatty reached in the pocket of his suit 
jacket for a pair of glasses and, opening his 
briefcase, withdrew a thick manila en- 
velope. He squeezed open its metal clasp 
and spilled half its contents onto the blotter. 
Slaight glanced at the tier of paperwork, A 
glance was enough. It had the aroma: offi- 
cial. 

“Let me see,” said Beatty, fitting his 
glasses over his slightly protruding ears. 
“There's so much here," he said, continuing 
to flip through the papers, “and it’s allso.. . 
interesting." He enunciated the word with 
the precision of a lawyer giving his final 
arguments to a friendly jury. Confidently. A 
smile edged his lips as he withdrew a 
legal-length document, at least twenty 
pages thick, holding it in front of him so that 
Slaight could see only the blank back side 
of its last page. 

“Here we have it, Mr. Slaight,” said Beatty, 
his smile widening into a darting grin, an 
odd, rapid succession of twitches. He 
flipped through the pages of the docu- 
ment, saying nothing. After a moment of 
reviewing its contents, Beatty closed the 
document, gripping its sides tightly. Slaight 
stood there, studying the man. Then he 
noticed. Beatty's hands had formed fists. 
With an abrupt slam, Beatty brought the 
twenty-odd pages hard atop the desk. 
scattering the rest of the paperwork. He 
looked up at Slaight, removing his glasses 
with his left hand. The smile was gone, 

“What we have here, my boy, is a simple 
case of adolescent obsession. Under- 
standable. Ordinary. Even admirable, from 
at least one angle.” 

‘And that angle, Mr. Beatty?" Slaight 
scouted. 

“Your... ah... interest, in the death of 
David Hand.” Again Beatty spoke the word 
with spooky authority. “Your .. . interest, as 
you have made abundantly clear, has far 
exceeded normal bounds and reflects 
nothing but jealousy on your part, Mr. 
Slaight. Raw jealousy.” 

“Jealousy? Of what?" 

“You had your problems with his sister, 
Samantha— David said she could be quite 
the bitch—and you took out your hostility 
on David. And so, Mr. Slaight, you found 
yourself ... your true self ... but you lost 
David. He was a pretty boy, and his loss 
must have been expensive. For you.” Beat- 
ty smiled evenly, his squinty eyes opening 
slightly to take in Slaight's barest reaction 
All the cards were out now. The bluffing was 
over, and Beatty was calling. 

Slaight was just beginning to drift, that 
same ... SO this is the way it happens .. . 
drift, when the notion seized him. Thank 
God for tactics and History of the Military 
Art, he muttered inwardly. Scouts in, Now. 
Retaliate. In force. No other choice. The 
instinct came from deep inside him, down 
there for Lord only knows how long ... the 
streets back home, the old man and his way 
with horses, Ma and her pound-cake wis- 
dom uttered in her slow Kansas drawl after 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 182 


WHEN EVERYTHING ELSE HAS QUIETED DOWN. 


THE SLO} GLOW. 


have so little 


Yet when they're 
together, time stops. 

_ And they turn to the Slow 
Glow. Cointreau. With its 
hint of orange, it glows 
opalescent on the rocks, 
brilliantly clear straight 
up. Give it as a gift, share 
it. The Slow Glow. 


Cointreau Liqueur. 80 Proof. Renfield 
importers, Ltd. ©Cointreau Corp., 1978 
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BY ART CUMINGS 


“All right, who's hogging the joint?" 
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*The DGC-20 


NOW, BEHIND THE BODY 
ARE BRAINS. 


The Audiovox DGC-20 is the car stereo with a built-in computer. And some amazing 
capabilities. 

It knows things. 

A tiny micro-processor chip inside the DGC-20 has all the information to give you totally 
electronic tuning. And whether you choose to tune manually or automatically, the know-it-all 
chip stops and locks onto a station to virtually eliminate annoying drift. 

It shows things. 

Digital read-out displays the exact AM/FM when switched to mode 1. Also the exact AM/PM 
when switched to mode 2. 

It remembers. 
Memory pushbuttons can keep 12 stations ‘in mind.” Even if you forget which station handles 
Handel or where Waylon wails, the DGC-20 remembers. 

It understands. 
How fo search out and stop at the next available station. Automatic Seek does it. 

And then, the Audiovox DGC-20 has some capabilities that are not amazing. Just 
important. Like a local/distant switch. And a mono/stereo switch. And outputs for 4 speakers 
and individual left-to-right and front-to-rear balancing controls. And a locking fast-forward 
and rewind on the stereo cassette player. 

If you want to find out about the latest advances in car stereo, stop by your Audiovox 
dealer and test-listen the DGC-20. The car stereo that's so sophisticated, it thinks before it speaks, 
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We build stereo for the road. We have to build it better. 


“The DGC-20 electronic tuning AM/FM/MPX radio with stereo cassette and quortz clock. 


Improve your tape deck 
with this simple switch. 


Nothing can improve your extended frequency response, | equipment use Maxell more 


tape deck more dramatically the highest possible signal- than any other brand. 

than switching to better tape. _ to-noise ratio and the lowest Of course, Maxell is slightly 
And there's no better tape — distortion of any tape you more expensive than other 

than Maxell. can buy. tapes. But when you hear what 
Because Maxell is specifi- Which is why people who —_— comes out of your tape deck, 

cally designed to give you own the finest high-performance our price won't sound bad at all. 


maxell 0 0 
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Behind the scenes and between 
the sheets with some of Hollywood's 
most famous couples. 


BY PENNY STALLINGS WITH HOWARD MANDELBAUM 


Joan Collins recalls in her memoirs that 
when she first arrived in Hollywood to 
work at Twentieth-Century Fox, she was 
cornered by the studio boss, Darryl 
Zanuck, who informed her, “You've had 
nothing until you've had me. | am the 
biggest and the best. | can go all night and 
all day.” Such duos in the sun were typical 
in civilization’s most unlikely town, and 
they often became major star attrac- 
tions—on and off the screen. Here are 
Hollywood's more strained bedfellows. 
From the forthcoming book Flesh and Fantasy, by Penny Stallings, with Howard Mandelbaum, 


to be published by St. Martin's Press, inc. 
Additional photographs supplied through the Bettman Archive. 


Stewart & Dietrich 


roducer Joseph Pasternak says 

that when Marlene Dietrich ar- 

rived at Universal to do Destry 

Rides Again, “She took one look 

at Jimmy Stewart and began to rub 

her hands. She wanted him at once! 

He was just a simple guy: he loved 

Flash Gordon comics—that was all he 

would read. So she did something in- 

credible, the most incredible thing | ever 

saw. She locked him in his dressing 

room and promised him a surprise. That 

surprise was a doll for him that she had 

had the studio art department work on 

over a weekend—a life-sized doll of 

Flash Gordon, correct in every detail. It 
started a romance." 


Wayne & Dietrich 


ee 


The director of Seven Sinners, Tay Gar- 
nett, described the way Marlene Diet- 
rich became involved with John Wayne 
like this: “We had a problem. Our plot 
was Madame Butterfly with a twist. A 
singer fell for a naval lieutenant; then, 
realizing that she would ruin his future, 
she left him. We needed a tough he-man 
type who could use his fists, and we 
decided to borrow him from Republic 
His name was John Wayne. Marlene 
had the choice of all her leading men. | 
decided not to mention Wayne to her but 
simply to place him in the Universal 
commissary, where she couldn't miss 
seeing him. He stood between us and 
our table as we walked in for lunch, chat- 
ting with a couple of actresses | had set 
up. She swept past him, then swiveled 
on her heel, and looked him up and 
down as though he were a prime rib at 
Chasen's. As we sat down, she whis- 
pered right in my ear, ‘Daddy, buy me 
that!' | said, ‘Honey, it's settled. You got 
him.’ Then, at a prearranged signal, 


Wayne came to the table. If you didn't 
know what was gonna happen, you'd be 
as blind as a pit pony. Their relationship 
got off like a fireworks display. They were 
crazy about each other, but every man 
on the picture wanted her. | did, too, but 
she wouldn't lay.” 


Clark Gable turned down a third party's 
offer of the services of one of the film 
colony’s favorite party girls, Lupe Velez, 
but Gary Cooper wasn't so shy 
Cooper's reputation as a stud sub- 
sequently went up a few notches as 
Lupe sang his praises to the Hollywood 
heavens. Gable got back at his rival by 
ordering a custom-made Duesen- 
berg—which was one foot 

longer than Coo- 
per's. 


Most 
actors keep their 
complaints about the way a 
film is handled to themselves until the 
final grosses have been counted. But 
after completing Such Good Friends, 
Dyan Cannon wasted no time in telling 
anyone and everyone that she'd give up 
her career rather than work with director 
Otto Preminger again. Lee Marvin 
couldn't seem to get along with director 
Josh Logan, but his method of expres- 
sion was a little more direct. When 
Logan blamed Marvin's drunken antics 


Hepburn & Barrymore 


~ be 


for the ex- 
pensive delays on 
Paint Your Wagon (then the third 
most expensive film ever made), Lee 
showed his vexation by urinating on 
Josh's shoes. 


Hedda Hopper was still a struggling ac- 
tress when she became friendly with 
Clara Bow during the making of Chil- 
dren of Divorce. One day, during a 
break, she asked Clara how she was 
getting along with boyfriend Gary 
Cooper. "Well, I'll tell you this,” Clara 
confided, and then proceeded to de- 
scribe Cooper's lovemaking equipment 
by comparing it with that of his horse. 


According to Garson Kanin in Tracy and 
Hepburn, the unwitting Katharine Hep- 
burn fell prey to Jonn Barrymore's ad- 
vances while they were making A Bill of 
Divorcement together. As Barrymore 
told Kanin: “| gave her the eye a few 
times, and then | stopped till she gave 
me the eye. After a few more days, we 
gave each other the eye. So | knew the 
time was ready. I'm never wrong about 
such things. | never have been. | said to 
her, 'How about lunch?’ She said, ‘Fine.’ 
We went over to my dressing room. | 
locked the door and took my clothes 
off. She just stood there looking at 
me, and finally | said, ‘Well, come on. 
What are you waiting for? We don't 
have all day. Cukor's one of those 
finickers who goes into a spin if 
you're five minutes late.’ She didn't 
move; so | did and started to grab 
her, but she backed away and 
practically plastered herself 
against the wall, by God. | said, 
‘What's the matter?’ And she 
said, '| cahn't!’ | said, ‘Never 
mind; I'll show you how. She 
Started babbling. ‘No, no. 
Please. It's impossible. | 
cahn't"’ I've never been so 
flabbergasted. | said to her, 
‘Why not?’ And what do 
you think she said?” Barry- 
more saved his uncanny 
imitation of Kate for his 
punch line. “She said, 
‘My father doesn't want 
me to have any ba- 
bies!'" When confront- 
ed with Barrymore's 
version of this epi- 
sode many years later, 
Hepburn allowed 
that it sounded 
like her “at the time.” 


Seberg & Beatty Peter Fonda so resented Warren Beat- 
ty's insensitive behavior toward the fatal- 


ly ill director Robert Rossen during the 


Marlene Dietrich spent several weeks in 
the Gypsy encampments outside of 
Paris to research the role of the seduc- 
tive Gypsy in Golden Earrings. She filming of Lilith that as soon as the pic- 
hadn't made an American film in three ia ture was wrapped, he rounded up a 
years, and it must have been a shock to me = 7a posse to teach him some manners, Jean 
return to the Hollywood rumors that co- f Seberg, Warren's romantic interest in 


star Ray Milland had threatened to walk ry the film, wasn't exactly a fan either: she 
out on his contract rather than play love bho? We certainly wasn't amused when he enter- 
scenes with an “old bag” like Marlene k - tained himself by flicking the contents of 
(At forty-five she was two years older his nose at her during filming breaks. 


than Milland.) Cast and crew were mis- 
erable as Milland and Marlene battled it 


out between making it before the cam- 


*: Simone Signoret says in her memoirs, “I 
5 was thoroughly enjoying the Roman 
- 


eras. The hostilities climaxed well into 3 ‘yj Ly spring and my return to Europe and my 
the filming when Marlene, still in charac- eA 4 » f > dinners with the film crew in the old Trat- 
ter, showed her contempt for the boorish ‘ < toria. | spent three delicious. months in 
Milland Gypsy-style. Director Michael ~ a Rome ... and that keeps me, even to- 
Leisen recalls: “When we were shooting day, from judging what may have hap- 


the scene where he first meets her as 
she's stirring the stew, Marlene stuck a 
fish head into her mouth, sucked the eye = 
out, and then pulled out the insides of 
the rest of the head. Then, after | yelled 
cut, she stuck one of her fingers 
down her throat to make 
herself throw 
up.” 


pened during my weeks in Rome and 
[Arthur] Miller's weeks in New York be- 
tween a man, my husband, and a 
woman, my pal [Marilyn Monroe], who 
were working together, living under the 
same roof, and consequently sharing 
their solitudes, their fears, their moods, 
and their recollections of childhood 
poverty.” 


The Bettmann Archive 


Wyler & Streisand 


Hum- 
phrey Bo- 
gart was extremely 
uncomfortable playing the 
part of the debonair Wall Street bro- 
ker of Sabrina, a role that had originally 
been intended for the urbane Cary When Barbra Streisand made her star- 
again-off-again — Grant. And in addition to having to co- _ring film debut in Funny Girl, she wasn't 
love affair of director — star with William Holden, whom he con- —_ exactly an unknown, but the 20 million 

Peter Bogdanovitch and Cybill sidered an overripe juvenile, he was _ bucks that Hollywood had budgeted for 
Shepherd has left them both sad and forced to endure the screen's newest her first film was unprecedented. Who 
confused. Seems it's been a little sticky sensation, Audrey Hepburn, who was can blame her for putting on airs and 
since Peter has children by his first wife, “awright ... if you don't mind a dozen refusing to follow veteran William 
screenwriter and art director Polly Platt takes." His oversized ego was further Wyler's direction? Producer Ray Stark 
Cybill recently complained, “| don't see —_ bruised when the critics suggested that told Wyler not to take the whole thing 
what the big deal is if a man wants to he was alittle long inthe toothtowinthe seriously since, ‘After all, this is the first 
have a wife and mistress, too.” girl from William Holden. film Barbra’s ever directed.” 


Crawford & Gable 


The Bettmann Archive 


Robert Taylor did have his prob- 
lems with Elizabeth Taylor during 
the filming of The Conspirator. Tay- 
lor was able to control his attrac- 

tion for Liz but “not from the waist 
down.” He explained his condition 
to the cameramen, who focused the 
camera on him only above the waist 


The steamy climate of Mexico's eastern 
coast provided the perfect setting for 
Tennessee Williams's Night of the Iguana 
and for the variegated ensemble of ac- 
tors who constituted its cast. Elizabeth 
Taylor stuck close to Richard Burton to 
make sure that his contact with Ava 
Gardner remained strictly platonic. 
But Ava was otherwise engaged, driv- 
ing up and down the beach in her 
Ferrari with the local beach boys 
Screen nymphet Sue Lyon was ac- 
companied by her mother as well as 
by her fiancé and his current wife, 
while the rest of the company con- 
sisted of a rare assemblage of 
mutual ex-wives, ex-husbands, 
continuing liaisons, and feuds 
John Huston soothed the egos 
of his gang of neurotics by buy- 
ing each one a gun 


When interviewer David Frost asked 
Joan Crawford on his television show 
who the sexiest actor in Hollywood 
was, part of Crawford's answer had to 
be bleeped from the air. Without a mo- 

ment's hesitation, she responded that 
the most exciting man ever to set foot in 
Hollywood was Clark Gable. But it was 
her straightforward assessment of what 
made him charismatic both on-screen 
and off that got Frost in trouble. It con- 
sisted of one word: “Balls!” Ot- 


J) 


ou'll have to turn the 
clock back several 
generations if you're 


going to match the options at 
your disposal in this holiday's 
newest collection of shirts, ties, 
and trousers. 

With the advent of narrower 
lapels, it was only logical that 
the rest of your wardrobe 
would follow suit. For example, 
this season's dress and sport 
shirts have smaller, softer col- 
lars and smaller front plackets 
and cuffs. The skinny tie is the 
perfect complement to them 
and is newest in shorter 
lengths. Another change is the 
dramatic shape of trousers. 
The new silhouette is clearly 
defined: a cinched waist and a 
soft, ballooning curve, ter- 
minating in ankle-hugging bot- 
toms. When worn with skinny 
belts and suspenders, it all 
adds up to a fresh outline. The 
new look is more masculine in 
that it has been carefully 
worked out to showcase a 
man's body and make him look 
and feel sexier. 


To help our men feel even 
sexier, we introduced them to 
one of the most striking 
beauties around, actress and 
model Tamara Dobson. Ta- 
mara, who stands six feet two 
inches in her bare feet, was the 
star of the film Cleopatra Jones 


SKINNY CHIC 


Narrow lapels, 
pegged 
pants and stiletto ties 
update the 50s. 
Tamara Dobson 
(Cleopatra Jones) 
approves. 


FASHION BY ED EMMERLING/PHOTOGRAPHS BY PETER STRONGWATER 


and was the “lady of the eve- 
ning” in the Redd Foxx-Pearl 
Bailey film Norman. . . Is That 
You? Now, her most important 
assignment is being the new 
international representative for 
Fabergé's Tigress perfume ad- 
vertisements and promotions. 


(opposite page, left) Poly-cotton 
slate-green small, straight-collar 
half-placket-front shirt ($19) by Don 
Robbie Shirts; cotton-corduroy, 
pleated, fly-front suspender pants 
($45) by Pierre Cardin Relax for 
Eagle Shirtmakers; suspenders 
($4) by Holt and Holditch for George 
G. Graham. Woven leather shoes 
($175) by Pino Giardini for Carina 
Nucci. The poly-cotton khaki plaid 
shirt ($22) by Don Robbie. Pleated 
brushed-cotton pants with narrow- 
cuffed bottoms ($40) and double 
wraparound leather belt ($18) by 
Steven Brescia for Zazu Interna- 
tional; pocket watch on key chain 
($185) by Longines; suede shoes 
($150) by Pino Giardini for Carina 
Nucci. Both one-inch silk taffeta ties 
($7) by Brian Scott Carr for Camou- 
flage; all mirrored glasses by 
Foster-Grant. 


Ms. Dobson's wardrobe by Giorgio 
Sant'Angelo; jewelry by M & J Savitt; 
shoes by Maud Frizon; jeweled 
bags by La Bagagerie. 
Photographed at Motorgate on 
Roosevelt Island, New York City. 
Tamara Dobson's fashions styled by 
Christine De Lassus; hair and 
makeup by Chany Cantala 


FOR INFORMATION ON WHERE TO BUY MERCHANDISE FEATURED HERE SEE FASHION FINDER ON PAGE 190 
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(left) Cotton-crepe 
button-down fly-front 
shirt ($65) by 

L Equipe for 

AIB. Arden is worn 
over gold cotton- 
and-linen 
cutaway-collar shirt 
($48) by Georgette 
Ghica, Ltd.; silk 
tweed tie ($13.50) 
by Michel Cravats 
Linen-and-cotton 
elasticized-waist 
pants ($40) by 
David Leong for 
George G. Graham 
The all-silk pullover 
V-neck casual shirt 
($75) by Mark 
Birnbaum 

for Carara is 

worn over plaid 
India cotton 
round-collar shirt 
by Cauliflower. 

The Royal 

blue silk-knit tie ($7) 
is by Brian Scott Carr 
for Camouflage. 

The poly-linen 
double-pleated 
trousers ($49.50) 
are by 

DAKS. Both 
watches by 
Longines; both soft 
Oxford lace-up 
shoes with 
extended soles ($90 
each) by Vittorio 
Ricci. 


(left) The all-silk 
bandeo-collar 
pullover bigshirt 
(about $65) is by Ice 
by Blye, Ltd. 
All-cotton printed 
corduroy fly-front 
pants ($75) by 
Zanella for Al B. 
Arden. Worn loose is 
the black silk tie by 
Unique Clothing 
Warehouse Company; 
double-braided 
leather belt by La 
Bagagerie; brown, 
punched leather 
open-side shoes 
($165) by Vittorio Ricci. 
White poly-cotton 
pleated-front “party” 
shirt with rounded 
cutaway collar 
($27.50) by John 
Henry. Short version 
of one-inch cotton 
Liberty print tie is by 
Mr. John of London 
for George G. Graham 
Triple-pleated 
corduroy pants with 
pegged bottoms 
($75) by Joe Collins 
for Camouflage. 
Black suspenders 
($5) by Unique 
Clothing Warehouse. 
Braided-leather 
slip-on clogs ($110) 
by Pino Giardini for 
Carina Nucci. Both 
watches by Longines 


INTERVIEW 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 61 

war. We know that in war people will be 
fighting. But burning huts full of people and 
shooting women and children—that is not 
an act of war but an act of animals, and they 
will be dealt with as animals. 

Penthouse: What do the black Africans 
think of the United States? 

Nkomo: We look at what the U.S. has been 
doing all along. We know that we can't get 
weapons from the United States. We know 
that the U.S. is avery rich country, but we've 
had very little assistance from it. Stephen 
Low, U.S. Ambassador to Zambia, did 
something. We were able to get $1.5 million 
to build a school here; it was something. 

You know, our young people will make up 
their own minds about who their friends are. 
No use telling these young people about 
the evils of communism—it doesn't mean 
anything. They pay attention to the evil they 
see. Not what you think is going to happen 
to them, but what is happening to them now. 
Why have they left their parents? Why have 
they gone to fight and die in the bush? We 
have had big rains this last year in Zambia 
and in Zimbabwe. It has rained right down 
on these young people—they are not cov- 
ered. Anumber of them died of malaria and 
other diseases. A number of them have 
been bitten by snakes. A number of them 
have been gored by buffalos or trampled 
by elephants or eaten by lions 

At least communism has brought them 
something. They shoot a lion, and it's a 
Russian rifle they use. It's a tangible answer 
to a problem. Now try to convince these 
young people that the word communism 
spells disaster to them, when they can see 
real disaster coming from the White 
Rhodesians and South Africans who are 
friends of the West. No. The West has itself 
to blame if the young black Africans find 
the Communists friendly. 

Why did we have to take up arms, really, 
to fight for our country? What are we fight- 
ing for? Why am | here? | have been without 
my family almost since | married. My chil- 
dren almost don't know me. My wife has 
lived a lonely life. Why have they had to go 
through all this? What do we want? Do we 
want to chase those white people from 
there? No. We are just saying, “Let us work 
together as equals,” But the whites 
wouldn't have it—and they are supported 
by the Western world. 

Are you going to tell these young people 
that communism is an evil when they see 
children shot in Soweto? There were no 
Communists there shooting those children 
The killers were people supported by 
Western Europe. Where does South Africa 
get those guns? The armored cars? The 
small arms? They are all from the Western 
world. This is the evil the young blacks see, 
and you can't remove the pictures from 
their heads. 

This is the disaster that | say is facing the 
Western world. You are looking at your big 
money, and you think it's going to save 
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you—your big guns. You know, the biggest 
gun is in the brain. After all, those other 
guns were made in the brain. If you don't 
direct the brains of people, or if you direct 
them against you, no matter how primitive 
how inaccurate the people appear, in the 
long run the Western world will be the loser. 
Penthouse: Are you sending children off to 
be trained in the Soviet Union? 

Nkomo: Thousands and thousands of 
young people have left their homes be- 
cause they have lost their parents, or be- 
cause their parents are in detention camps, 
or because the police just came and rav- 
aged their homes. We send quite a few off 
to other countries to attend school. 

Now, each year, when the universities 
open around the world in September, a 
number of young people will be going to 
the Soviet Union, to Bulgaria, and so on, but 
very few will be sent to the U.S. Only about 
twelve will go to the U.S. The U.S. won't give 
visas for any more than that. When this first 
happened, | said to these chaps, “There 


° 


| think that the 
Western world has taken 
material wealth 
and forgotten human 
wealth. ... There is sucha 
lack of human feeling. 


2 


must be something wrong with you. You 
know our plight. You know we have to send 
these young people to various parts of the 
world. This is the only help we manage to 
get from the United States?” Twelve young 
people, boys and girls, are all they took. We 
say to the Soviet Union, “Who will take 
these young people?” They take them. 
Then the next thing is that the Americans 
turn around and say, “Oh, you are Com- 
munist inspired!" 

Now, | spoke to one Western ambas- 
sador here. He came to me furious. He 
said, “Nkomo, why is it you are sending 
planeloads of these young people to the 
Soviet Union for indoctrination? | saw them 
boarding Aeroflot." | said, “Really?” He 
said, "Of course, they're going for indoctri- 
nation.” | said, “Now look, you go and bring 
your national airline and tell me how many 
boys and girls you want to come to your 
country for education, and you'll have 
them." 

Of all the countries, the Soviet Union 
gives us the most. Aeroflot happens to fly 
from here to Moscow, | told this ambas- 
sador, "You bring the airline, and I'll bring 
the young people. And if you want to, then 
go ahead and indoctrinate them in your 


country.” But they don't take me up on it. 
This is the problem with the Western world. 
You have a multitude of regulations that you 
refuse to waive even in unusual conditions. 
Finally, | took these young people to the 
British and said, “You've got to do some- 
thing. The United States won't take them, 
because they have only ordinary docu- 
ments from Zambia—Zambia cannot give 
us passports." We understand this .. , there 
are thousands of Zimbabweans and Nami- 
bians here. | said, “This is terribly stupid of 
you! Here are these young people, wanting 
to go to your countries for education, and 
you won't have them. There is no other 
chance for them—they left home as refu- 
gees. Who's going to give them a chance?" 
So only a few people have left for the U.S. 
| wish America could give us much more 
The contacts of these young people— 
they're the chaps who are going to run the 
world in the next few years—the contacts 
among them will decide the future of the 
world. Eastern Europe shows a much 
longer range of foresight than the Western 
world does. You are interested in your mon- 
etary capital, but you seem to have little 
interest in human capital because you can't 
get it into your pockets, you see, like you do 
the money! But in the long run, you'll have 
yourselves to blame. Because every little 
country in this world that is nonaligned is 
watching and assessing and making 
judgments as to who its friends are. It is the 
human factor. 
Penthouse: Where in the U.S. would you 
place the blame? 
Nkomo: | don't know. | don't know. | think, 
really, that the Western world has taken 
material wealth and forgotten human 
wealth. The Westerners want to increase 
their wealth, to accumulate it, and they 
forget that wealth does not inspire the man 
who doesn't have it. To him, it's worth noth- 
ing. Your own country, the United States? | 
have been there often, and at times | won- 
der if it is progress or not. The lack of 
human feeling in New York, for example. 
Penthouse: Smith says you kidnapped 
these children 
Nkomo: How do | kidnap these young 
people to do what? To keep them here? I've 
got to run around getting food for them, 
getting clothing for them, getting some 
type of education for them, And all this 
limits my attention to the war. Why should | 
steal them? What for? 
Penthouse: Where do the children come 
from? 
Nkomo: It doesn't matter where they come 
from. They are from everywhere 
Here——I[Nkomo brings in a young boy]. 
This young fellow, he left his home—we 
don't know how—and was picked up and 
brought up to us. We asked him what he is 
doing, where he comes from, but he hasn't 
been able to tell me. | ask, "Where are you 
going?" He says he is going to Geneva. 
“Why?" He says, “Nkomo is there, We have 
a problem, And these people are killing us; 
so | am going to Geneva." He arrived here 
yesterday. He was in Botswana in a camp 
with the other kids, and | just collected him 


TAKE ATIP... 


“I used to smoke cigarettes. 
NowI smoke Tiparillo 
and don’t inhale.” 


Here’s why: | was smoking and today Tiparillo is my saying about smoking that’s 
two packs of cigarettes a day steady brand. I also liked important to me. Oh...Melissa 
and I realized that I just didn’t __ the fact that you don’t have says I look great smoking a 
enjoy them as much as I used to inhale them to get rich Tiparillo. That's important 

to. | wanted a good smoke so tobacco taste. And with to me too: 

I tried Tiparillo, liked them what the government's been Tiparillo. IT’S A GOOD TIP. 
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ANOTHER GOOD TIP: 


THE GOVERNMENT HAS 
JUST ISSUED A REPORT 
DEALING IN PART WITH THE 
HEALTH CONSEQUENCES 
OF CIGAR SMOKING 
WITHOUT INHALING VS. 
CIGARETTE SMOKING. 


To find out the facts for yourself 
send for your free copy of this 
section of the report. Write: 


REPORT 

c/o TIPARILLO 

P.O. BOX 394 

NEW YORK, N.Y. 10016 


yesterday. He has now arrived in Geneva! 
He is unable to tell us who his parents are. 
and if you ask him about his parents, he 
gets fed up. He doesn't want to know. Pos- 
sibly they were dead when he left. He 
crossed the border by himself. Ask him 
about his parents, and he really gets ag- 
gressive. | have a feeling they died, and ne 
doesn't want to tell anybody. 

The children are here without parents, 
but you never hear them say they are sorry 
they are here, living under very difficult 
conditions. And yet they're cheerful. The 
little ones say, “We thought you would give 
us arms.” We take them to school. They say 
"Oh, no, no, no." Then they say, ‘All right, we 
will do it, but we want a gun.” 

Penthouse: How old should they be before 
they can fight? 

Nkomo: We take chaps from eighteen and 
up. Anyone younger than that, no. And we 
don't take those who don't want to fight— 
we have sufficient numbers without them. 
And, as | said, we send quite a few to other 
countries to attend school. 

Penthouse: Does U.S. Secretary of State 
Vance seem to be well informed on South- 
ern Africa? 

Nkomo: He was not well informed at first, 
but | think his work has exposed him to the 
true problems of Southern Africa. He does 
not understand them all, but at least he has 
an idea of them. Because the United States 
is a world power, it must consider a great 
number of factors before making a move 
regarding Zimbabwe, which is only a little 
dot on the earth. There are a hundred and 
one things to add and subtract. But | think 
the United States does realize that the sig- 
nificance of our country is out of proportion 
to our size. 

The U.S. is learning. The fact that the 
Americans stuck out their necks and left 
Vietnam and then came here to work with 
the British, not knowing what the final re- 
sults would be—it shows that they are say- 
ing, “Whatever happens, we shall be there 
to help.” They are looking at the situation in 
Southern Africa in a much more rational 
manner than they did during the Nixon ad- 
ministration. They are beginning to take 
advantage! 

Penthouse: You say that tribalism doesn't 
exist in Rhodesia, but isn't that wishful 
thinking? 

Nkomo: No. Look, there are tribes, and 
there are evil elements to tribalism. Tribal- 
ism can be there with good effect and give 
color and culture to a people's life. Here we 
are bringing together people with different 
customs to produce something good and 
to maintain that which is tribal. which is 
good in people. It becomes a national 
wealth. 

But tribalism becomes an evil when par- 
ties want to use one tribe of people against 
another. This is the evil side. This is what | 
say doesn't exist. But it has been en- 
gineered by Smith and others, for political 
gain. It can be very dangerous. To cause 
peoples to work against each other is one 
of the greatest sins one can commit. It is 
racialism. Racialism is evil. The govern- 
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ment is using racialism for its own gain. 
Smith has done it. Muzorewa has done it. 
When Muzorewa says he has a majority, 
he means that the Shona people, his tribe, 
is in the majority. He is therefore trying to 
use tribalism, racialism, to gain political 
power. What is important is that people of 
all tribes should see themselves as Zim- 
babweans. In fact, there's no such thing as 
a Shona tribe—it doesn't exist. There are 
many tribes in the Shona nation. There is no 
such thing as a Matabele. The people within 
these groupings of Ndebele and Shona to- 
gether form what is Zimbabwe. We work to 
encourage this unity, this Zimbabwe—our 
national wealth. We work to suppress and 
destroy tribal feelings that are political and 
that create antagonism among the people. 
Ifthereis acivilwar, itwon'tbe between the 
Shona and Ndebele tribes. It might be be- 
tween different parties, butitwon'tbetribal, | 
don'tworry about a civil war. The potential for 
it just isn't there. 
Penthouse: What do you believe will be- 
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Economic self-interest 
was the main cause 
of the British allowing white 
Rhodesians to 
suppress the blacks. 
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come of the whites in Rhodesia? 

Nkomo: I've resisted this thing called 
“whites.” They exist as people. We've got to 
help people out of thinking “blacks” and 
“whites.” If | kept in mind the way you 
people have persecuted black people, | 
wouldn't be talking to you. But these 
things—persecution, exploitation—do 
happen. These people are sick. You don't 
hold a grudge against a sick man. 
Penthouse: Maybe you don't, because 
you're intelligent and have the capacity to 
control yourself, which is one reason why 
you are a leader. But what about the other 
black fighters who come into Salisbury with 
the power of an AK assault rifle in their 
hands? Are they going to mow down alot of 
white people? Are there white people 
whom they are going to single out? 
Nkomo: We talk to our men, We tell 
them—every one of them—we are not 
fighting against the white man. We are fight 
ing against an evil. And this is very impor- 
tant. Once a white man hasn't that evil, he is 
aman like you. He's on your side, then, 
against evil. 

Penthouse: But there are a lot of people 
who can't grasp that concept, who can't 
separate the evil from the white color. 


Nkomo: Yes, but this is what leadership 
means. what leadership does. Minimize 
those things, so that only evil is fought 
against and killed. But of course there will 
be reprisals. People who have lost parents, 
relatives, and so on will look at the white 
man and just shoot the man because he's 
white. These things will happen, There 
have been times when Smith's men have 
murdered women and children. Later a 
young man on the road sees a white man 
pass—he sees the color white—and he 
shoots this chap. Because he is angry at 
what he's seen. These things do happen 
now. They will happen, But we have got to 
fight against that. These are evils that sepa- 
rate human beings. 

Penthouse: Regarding your own personal 
suffering—Smith throwing you in jail, your 
being separated from your family—aren't 
you bitter? Perhaps vindictive? Or do you 
feel you've cleansed yourself of the human 
inclination toward revenge? 

Nkomo: It was an experience. You see what 
a sick human being can do to you. You've 
got to treat the man. But, no, | haven't 
cleansed myself. I've never felt that when a 
person doesn't agree with what | do, that 
person must be killed. | have always 
thought that that man must be helped out of 
his difficulty. | have never hated—it's not 
there for a white man or anyone. | was born 
this way, and | think many people are like 
me in this way. When a human being does 
something that's inhuman, that human 
being needs help, not killing, because 
when you kill him, you're doing exactly what 
he is doing, and you are not even saving 
yourself. 

A lot of young people, while young 
people in Rhodesia, need more help than 
anything else. Because, honestly, they 
were brought up and told, “This black chap 
is a ‘boy'—a savage.” And then these little 
white fellows grow up that way. They believe 
that this “boy” has got to do things for the 
white man. that one is always right as a 
white man. This “boy” will work for you and 
do things for you, but he is not to get any- 
where near your person because he is dirty 
and so on, 

The little white ones are brought up that 
way. You can't murder these young chaps 
because of that! You've got to help them out 
of that. and then they will become assets. 
The same thing has happened in parts of 
the United States. | think you are doing well 
there, You are not going to shoot all those 
chaps in the South, all the Klu Klux Klan 
chaps. Some of them will die out—the old 
fellows—and the young fellows coming up 
will be different from their fathers. They 
won't have the gowns! 

Penthouse: Will this approach be the an- 
swer in South Africa? 

Nkomo: Yes. That's why | am saying that 
those Boers must think fast and bring about 
a revolution inside the Afrikaner's South Af- 
rica—real change, not just shifting apart- 
heid here and there. You've got to wipe out 
the whole of that mentality—of baas 
[boss], white superiority, and the exploita- 
tion and murder of blacks. O+-—7q 


“Lam vitally interested in the future, because | am going to spend the rest of my life there.” 


“THERE IS A UNIVERSAL ARCHITECTURE OF 
INFINITE ELEGANCE AND LOGIC FROM 
WHICH ALL THINGS—ANIMATE AND 
INANIMATE—SEEM TO DERIVE" 


Its astonishing to think that the science fic- 
tion of your childhood is the science fact of 
today. Through the pages of OMNI, you will 
probe the unfolding wonders of tomor 
rows world...and behold a breathtaking 
vision of the future. Youll discover 


WHERE LIFE BEGAN—According to cos- 
mologist Fred Hoyle, life may not have 
originated on this or any other planet but in 
the vast dust clouds of interstellar space. 
Then how did we get here?—By comet, of 
course. 


THE FIRST STARSHIP—After 10,000 man- 
hours of study, the British Interplanetary So- 
ciety has completed Project Daedalus, a 
design plan for the first starship. Daedalus is 
GQ nuclearpowered probe that could be 
built early next century and then begin its 
50-year journey to the mysterious planets 
orbiting Barnards Star 


VISIONARY ARCHITECTURE—Underwater 
habitats, houses that change their size, 
shape, and color like living organisms, 
even buildings towering over 100 miles in 
the sky—these and more are the subject 
of OMNIs in-depth look at the architecture 
of the future 


FUTURE FOODS—Tired of “Big Macs” By the 
year 2000 you may be feasting on cot- 
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tonburgers, sauteed mealworms, Lake 
Chad Algae and Winged Bean Soup. And 
if one theory is correct, by 2050 you may 
not have to eat at all. 


THE FUTURE OF ANIMALS—While many 
scientists are now looking at man as an 
endangered species, a number of other 
animals are thriving. The coyote, the cock- 
roach, the beaver, and the baboon, it 
seems, may flourish long after we are 
gone 


Plus...exclusive interviews with Thor Heyer 
dahl, EO. Wilson, Ted Taylor, and other vi- 


sionary thinkers Biology UFOs ., 
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GEMINI Il 


Like their star sign, Gemini, they're devoted, radiant twins—with identical, 


heavenly bodies. Shimmering, they bask in their mutual admiration, en- 
tranced with their own mirror image. The Gemini’s dual nature—of intellect 
and heart—is perfectly split between them (a lovely separation of powe 
Cerebral Charlotte is the scholar; emotional Emily, the eternal heart. As 
they blossom, their closeness grows carnal—making Emily blush with 
passion. Not budding Charlotte, however, who invokes her favorite line 
“Whose loves are dearer than the natural bond of sisters?” 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY EARL MILLER 


Undressing tonight. Charlotte fills with desire as she gazes at her s 
provocative pose, at the swelling hips much like her own, “An apple c 
two,” she muses, "/s nol more twin than these two creatures.” Their nipples 


brush, firing 1 sion, Emily whispers, teasing again, as she cups 
Charlotte's breasts in her hands: “Two truths are told, as happy proljogues 
to the swelling act." Then they entwine. pressing thighs together. “That’ 
fair thought to lie between maids’ legs " And even fairer in deed 


Playful in their bath, Charlotte showers her sister with love—and with a lov 


ng spray of water. The gesture brings Emily's rosy petals to life a second 


harlotte, as she basks in their nch aroma, “by any 
sweet.” But the object of her affection is beyond 


in nppling sensations 


lime. "A rose,” muses 


other name would smell 


the reach of words, consumed with feeling 


Again they unite in water, alone in this damp and womblike world 
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They lather and caress one another, basking in the feel of soapy flesh. “The 
fun'snot in-our stars, but in ourselves,” sweet Charlotte misquotes, and 
then, with a delicate, probing finger, she proves her point. The Gemini 
twins of mythology spent all their time together—half on earth, the other 


half in heaven. Their lovely name: '§ have blended both, it seems. in- 
dulging themselves in earthy, but very heavenly, devotion. Nuzzling, full of 
desire, our lovely, -crossed lovers succumb to their ruling planet and 
resign themselves to their Ot 


RHODESIA 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 54 


Then | went to Beirut. And then to Salisbury. 
I'll be moving on soon." 

The banker trades the local wine for a 
bottle of 100 proof Wild Turkey. After an hour 
Blancke has the latest stats on the Great 
White Exit. 

Following the tennis match, the young 
black professor assumes a shuckin'-truck- 
in' persona and, juxtaposing ghetto jive 
with sociopolitical jargon, proceeds to tell 
these honkies what their niggers need. In 
summary: keep the blacks in the Tribal Trust 
lands, where subsistence farming is avail- 
able and where the population will be con- 
trolled naturally by the limited food supply. 
Blancke is pleased when he observes that 
his guests, if slightly nonplussed, are 
pleased. The young white professor, a 
former member of the Peace Corps, looks 
the other way. 


Today Mr. Msipa left his position at David 
Whitehead, Ltd., a textile concern owned 
by LonRho. The company has an exclusive 
contract for all Rhodesian military uniforms. 
Mr. Msipa, a founding member of the Afri- 
can National Congress and an important 
figure in Joshua Nkomo's internal organiza- 
tion, was denied a twenty-five-dollar raise. 
“| thought | deserved it,” he says. “I worked 
hard, But these people, you see. . .” Tomor- 


row Mr. Msipa will go to work as a political 
columnist for the Zimbabwe Times, a black, 
proguerrilla newspaper. He is not aware 
that the Zimbabwe Times is also owned by 
LonRho. 


Desperate for sympathy, understanding, 
and foreign capital, the Rhodesians have 
opened their borders to an influx of four- 
flushers and lunatics that would bring tears 
to the eyes of a John Birch evangelist. An 
American black travels around the country 
at government expense, cursing the Amer- 
ican government and Andrew Young; “Only 
a monkey would work for peanuts!" He is 
feted and favored at parties from Umtali to 
the Wankie Game Reserve. And then, when 
his local references are firmed up, he floats 
several large loans in American dollars, “to 
spread the word back home,” leaves, and 
is never heard from again. 

Ashapely brunette from South Africa—a 
local rep for Soldier of Fortune maga- 
zine (see Penthouse, July 1978), a puerile 
pseudomercenary manual published by a 
“Colonel Brown” in Boulder, Colo.—is chat- 
ting with an American troopie in front of the 
Golden Dragon Bar. She has just returned 
from the operational area, with full govern- 
ment permissions and a military escort. 
Her hero is the late duke of Salisbury, who, 
as an arms-bearing, free-lance journalist, 
with full government permissions and a mil- 
itary escort, was taken out last spring by a 
ZANU rocket. Ever since she was “almost 


“Looks like the CIA to me.” 
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raped by a gang of niggers in New Jersey,” 
she has been eager to get in combat. The 
troopie wants to hear the details of the 
almost-rape, but she prefers discussing 
the ballistics of his FN rifle. It is not evident 
until she moves away in a slow scooting 
pace that she is crippled. 

Robert Vesco’s advance men are ru- 
mored to be in town, while another swindler, 
a banker from Chicago who has been living 
here long enough to read the future, has 
opted for voluntary extradition. Movie 
moguls no one ever heard of come to “fund” 
propaganda films. Religious fanatic ladies 
with Bibles and wooden cherries on their 
hats invade the restaurants at tea time. 
Until recently, Bruce Glenn, a Southern 
Californian, had a nightly “psychopolitical” 
show on RTV. The slack in the lunatic fringe 
there was taken up when Lin Mehmel, a 
smashing ultra-right-wing blonde who runs 
the Crippled Eagles Club's “unofficial 
United States embassy” with jingoist 
coauthor Robin Moore (The Green Berets), 
was appointed to the Rhodesian Broad- 
casting Board. Mrs. Mehmel is also friendly 
with the country’s leading scorched- 
earther and minister of foreign affairs, PK. 
van der Byl, though she is admittedly an 
embarrassment to the government, She 
wangles visas to the United States in order 
to lobby for the lifting of trade restrictions. 
Meanwhile, an elderly female author who is 
the unofficial government apologist flies 
around in army helicopters, researching 
books and gathering data; she personally 
records the dimensions of the penis of each 
dead guerrilla she encounters. 

In late July, Prime Minister Smith's ap- 
pearance at an otherwise unimportant by- 
election rally was greeted with boos and 
catcalls and accusations of having misled 
the whites for thirteen years only to sell 
them out in the end. It happened in an 
ignominious junior-high-school gymnasium 
in North Highlands. the initial roll of the 
revered leader's drumming out. 

Two weeks later Smith held a secret 
meeting with Joshua Nkomo at Zambian 
President Kaunda's holiday home on the 
outskirts of Lusaka, The meeting was the 
top-level conclusion to discussions begun 
in London in early August by Nkomo, 
Muzorewa, Sithole, and Chirau. Despite the 
best efforts of shuttle diplomats Stephen 
Low, U.S. ambassador to Zambia, and Brit- 
ain's John Graham, no progress was made 
toward persuading Nkomo to close a deal 
without the knowledge of his guerrilla co- 
leader Robert Mugabe. When word of the 
meeting reached Mugabe, he responded 
by denouncing all secret diplomacy as re- 
actionary rubbish and reiterated his con- 
viction that armed conflict was the only so- 
lution to the problem of racist Rhodesia. 
Thus Smith managed to drive the wedges 
of tribal and personal dissent deeper be- 
tween the two leaders of the Patriotic Front. 

In an attempt to recover face with 
Mugabe and the guerrilla forces, Nkomo 
ordered his ZAPU guerrillas to shoot down 
an Air Rhodesia civilian plane in the war 
zone near Lake Kariba. According to a 
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Rhodesia Combined Operations com- 
muniqué, ten survivors of the crash were 
shot and bayoneted by Nkomo's men. 
Nkomo screamed denial. And Smith, 
forever the political tactician, retaliated by 
ordering air strikes against Mugabe's 
ZANU forces several hundred miles from 
the place where the incident occurred. Be- 
sides creating more bad blood between 
Nkomo and Mugabe, Smith gained valu- 
able international sympathy in avenging al- 
leged terrorist atrocities. 

Three weeks later, a Vietnam veteran 
named Giles Pace arrived in Rhodesia and 
announced that he and 300 volunteer 
troops were setting up a mission for 
Chicago's Church of Christian Unity. “If the 
bastards come here,” Pace said, “we will 
chase them back into Mozambique in the 
name of goodness and Christ.” 


Tim Peech, a farmer in Beri, Rhodesia, was 
not deterred by the fact that several 
peacemakers from Smith’s government 
had been shot while trying to negotiate with 
the guerrillas. Sending them out had been 
a ploy to prove that Smith's black leaders 
had power among the people, Tim Peech 
knew this, and, of course, so did the guerril- 
las, IL was as inevitable that the peacemak- 
ers would be shot as it was that they would 
be black. So Tim Peech persisted in his 
own efforts to come to an agreement with 
the guerrillas in his area. He sent feelers out 
through African workers on his farm, and in 


time the guerrilla leaders responded. The 
young farmer and the young freedom fight- 
ers met together on several occasions; they 
made progress, Tim Peech said. The guer- 
rillas were trying to understand and sym- 
pathize with his plight as he had learned to 
understand and sympathize with theirs. 
Tim's friends—those few farmers that re- 
mained in the area—warned him. But he 
persisted. The most important communica- 
tion, he said, must be made between the 
common people, And then one day, for no 
reason that anyone could discover, on a 
dusty road a mile from home, Tim Peech 
was ambushed and shot to death. 


John G. Hillis, head of David Whitehead 
Textiles, is president of the Rhodesia Indus- 
tries Association. While he avoids any for- 
mal political affiliation, he is a close adviser 
to the government. As he explains: 

“It is getting more and more difficult to 
predict what might happen in Rhodesia, 
more and more difficult to keep emotion 
from influencing your judgment, because 
each day someone close to you or some- 
one you know of gets hit, Africans and 
Europeans. My task is to keep calm at all 
costs. 

“I've given a lot of thought to the future 
and do so every day, | believe that the situa- 
tion in Rhodesia will not be so bad as ev- 
eryone who lives here thinks. It's far too 
easy ori an island—particularly if the island 
has no sea around it—to turn in on yourself 


“Mrs. Lewis, you throw one helluva New Year's Eve party!” 
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and dwell on the worst possible aspects of 
things and avoid news of alternatives that 
might be quite bright, The day before he left 
Rhodesia to lead his guerrilla army, Robert 
Mugabe came to my office and told me in 
the same breath that he wanted my con- 
tinued advice and that Zimbabwe must be 
an all-black affair You see? A few weeks 
ago the president of Union Carbide, possi- 
bly the largest corporation in the world, 
came to me in disguise to find out how well 
his companies had been treating their 
black workers. There is a different govern- 
ment coming, of course—and we don't 
know which — but we've got the message. 
We have to begin thinking about things like 
the persuasive power of capitalism. I've 
talked with many of the nationalists and all 
of the Executive Council, They have their 
own political ideas, but as long as they can 
keep them within the bounds of the House 
of Commons, that’s fine. None of these 
people has ever run a country before, and 
in private they'll admit that the prospect is 
sobering. 

“| hope that Rhodesia is truly different— 
that we will be able to avoid another Angola 
or Mozambique. We could train new people 
to occupy important positions—create our 
peers as teachers rather than entrepre- 
neurs—if we are given the chance. | would 
leave only if it became impossible for me to 
contribute. | was brought up with a set of 
values, and | don’t intend to drop them or 
my stance. If everything broke down and 
one could see no signs of responsibility in 
the government, then | should reluctantly 
leave this Zimbabwe that was once 
Rhodesia.” 


Daniel Katsande is fifteen years old and 
has been in the Boy Scouts three years 
now—Troop 70, the Zebra Patrol. “We are 
all mixed up African and Europeans, and it 
is fine,” he says. 

“| am from Mtoko Tribal Trust land. | am a 
Shona. My mother and father are dead. | 
have been reading about the politics. Most 
people, they go to Muzorewa. Chirau is a 
robot ... a stooge. | think that he is not 
educated. He is amulengesi ... a sellout 
Sithole is not a good chap; he buys people, 
which is not good. | like Muzorewa because 
he doesn't want war. But there are too many 
leaders, and they will fight. The Matebeles 
use knives. They study fighting with ban- 
gas. There will be no soldiers in Zimbabwe, 
only police to see after the peace. No fight- 
ing like guerrilla wars. Some Europeans are 
indolent, but it is not good to chase the 
Europeans away. They should stay and 
teach. The African will get more knowl- 
edge. Like America. America is a beautiful 
country—good people, what you call black 
Americans. They were taken as slaves. 
Then Abraham Lincoln said, ‘These will 
have their homes and be free,’ Africans in 
the protected villages are not free; there is a 
bit of suffering, no groceries 

“| will be an electrical engineer. | will 
never go fighting. Before | said | wanted the 
army. Now | have changed. | prefer to read 
my books, | like the author Longman. 


Romeo and Juliet, a tale from Shake- 
speare, is my favorite, but! want all of them 

“Sometimes the war frightens me when | 
see Africans dying. | do not like the way 
they are killing. It terrifies me. | would not 
like to be a soldier. Oh no, it is not good 
Instead, | will marry and have four children 
| will name the first one Patrick, for my 
friend." 


Michael Wicksteed is sales manager for 
IMCO, a Rhodesian farm-implement com- 
pany. He is a reserve officer in the Rhode- 
sian Air Force 

“Two or three different developments 
might stem the tide of terrorists Nkomo is 
planning to throw at us—the so-they-say 
conventional war that's coming. If our 
friends in the United States and Britain 
won't help us, | sincerely believe Smitty 
should go to the Russians or the Chinese or 
both, make market arrangements with 
them for our natural resources—chrome 
ore, for instance, which America doesn't 
seem to need anymore 

‘And stop feeding the bloody enemy! Ev- 
eryone down here knows that the terrs 
[rebels] in Zambia would starve without us 
Much of Europe, too, would be missing 
niceties, like Rex beef, if it weren't for the 
brilliance of people here who work around 
sanctions. My company sells throughout 
the world; in fact, we've thrived under sanc- 
tions, For one thing, we don't have to honor 
patents and trademarks; so we take what 
we want and at times make improvements 
Would you care to buy a set of Dunlop tires 
or a ticket on a forbidden direct flight to 
Malawi? These things can be arranged 

“What's to happen? It makes no differ- 
ence. | for one will fight to the end like my 
brother, who died as a Congo mercenary. | 
will not be directed about by my houseboy, 
a thirty-year-old child, who is perfectly con- 
tent with things the way they are—no re- 
sponsibility and an ample supply of sudza 
[dope]. If we are defeated, it will be be- 
cause the world is against us, not because 
of afew cowardly terrs. But the ones who kill 
us will meet their masters soon enough 
farther south. The Drakensberg Mountains 
are the spine of the Afrikaner. And he is 
strong enough not to want or need the 
world’s backing." 


Daniel Gurjena left Rhodesia seventeen 
years ago to study law in London. After 
several years in private practice there, he 
went to Kingston, Jamaica, where he was a 
prosecutor in the federal court. Mr. Gurjena 
is an executive in Robert Mugabe's ZANU 
parly. 

“The truth is that the people do not be- 
lieve in the transitional government,” he 
says. “The Africans know about the deals 
that have been made with Smith’s black 
ministers, the farms and such that have 
been given to them in order to ensure their 
support of Smith. Muzorewa has lost his 
credibility and the black vote. Sithole has 
compromised himself and vacillated so 
much for his own advantage that he has 
lost out. Chirau, well Chirau! 
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"There is no question about it. Smith, 
whatever he says, is in favor of an all-party 
conference. Muzorewa will do what he is 
told to do, But Sithole, who knows he would 
lose badly to Nkomo or Mugabe, is holding 
out. In my opinion, the white referendum will 
dissolve the transitional government. Then 
the United States and Britain will pressure 
them to an all-party conference. The Patri- 
otic Front, Mugabe and Nkomo, will be 
there at the insistence of the front-line black 
nations who back them. These will be the 
demands of the Patriotic Front; make 
Mugabe and Nkomo full members of the 
Executive Council, tear up the constitution 
and start again, integrate the Patriotic Front 
into the army, and perhaps call in General 
Prem Chand from the United Nations to 
take charge 

“There must be an equalization of wages 
and opportunities. Some industry must be 
nationalized, and the large absentee- 
landlord farms must be divided. The army 
and civil service must be equalized as well. 
Smith would have to leave, but not all Euro- 
peans. There would be no retribution 
exacted. And no fighting between Mugabe 
and Nkomo. 

“If the demands of the Patriotic Front are 
not met,” Daniel Gurjena concludes pen- 
sively, “there will be all-out war—a blood- 
bath—and extensive urban destruction. 
There has already been street fighting in 
Bulawayo and many more bombs than 
have been reported.” 


Barbie Govindan is one of the most beauti- 
ful women in Rhodesia—a fact even the 
most rabid racist could not deny. Barbie, 
twenty-four, is a “colored”: that is. she is of 
mixed blood—in her case, white. black, 
and Goanese. 

“Now that it’s time to go. I’m not exactly 
sure why I've decided to leave Rhodesia,” 
she explains. “| was born here. reared here, 
married here, and divorced here. But | do 
not want to bring up my baby girl here, not 
now. But not only because our physical 
safety is uncertain. Rhodesia is so far be- 
hind the rest of the world, and the Zim- 
babwe government. even if the war does 
not continue, will put things back even 
farther. South Africa is the nearest alterna- 
tive, but it would be worse there for me. 
Here the colored are forgotten or over- 
looked. There they are restricted to shan- 
ties and poverty on the Cape. | don’t know 
how they will be treated in Zimbabwe, but | 
worry about my parents, and | will worry 
about my baby until | am able to send for 
her. 

“The most obvious discrimination | can 
remember took place in Mozambique 
when | was seventeen, on my only trip out of 
Rhodesia. The Afrikaners were not used to 
mixed beaches. When | came near them, 
they would get out of the water. | have never 
been treated like that here. but | have not 
become integrated either. | have always 
dated colored men. | have never dated an 
African. The few times that | have been with 


European men | have felt uncomfortable. | 
don't know if that will change, if | can 
change, or if the society can change 
These attitudes go very deep. 

"At any rate. | am leaving. Tomorrow | will 
fly to Johannesburg and then to Zurich ona 
Swiss jet. Three years ago journalists who 
came here to write about the war began 
encouraging me. They took pictures of me. 
Some asked me to go with them, They said 
in Europe men would look at me and follow 
me. | do not believe this, but I'm going 
anyway. | have $500 beyond my fare, and | 
have booked into a hostel in Zurich. | have 
the address of a modeling agency there. If | 
do well, | will send for my baby and find 
some way to get to Paris. | have said that | 
will come back home to Rhodesia when the 
killing has stopped. but perhaps | won't 
Perhaps the killing will never stop. There is 
no way of knowing what will happen in 
Rhodesia. There is no way of knowing how 
power and old hates will affect the new 
leaders. | cannot risk our future on such 
uncertainty.” 


The following conversation took place be- 
tween two American soldiers fighting under 
contract with the Rhodesian Security 
Forces. 

Jack: "A year ago it looked like we still 
might win the war or at least reach a settle- 
ment weighted in our favor. But that's no 
longer possible. Smith admits it. Now you 
can either stay and fulfill your contract or go 
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Waveform fidelity. You'll find it in our amps, our tuners, es 
our receivers and our speakers. It’s the ability to produce i ec i | bebles 
music that’s virtually a mirror image of the original. It 
sounds better than good. It sounds live. 

Now Technics gives you our first headphones with 
waveform fidelity. Technics Linear-Drive headphones. 

How did we do it? It wasn’t easy. Because our en- 
gineers know you don’t hear music through headphones 
the same way you hear a sound source through the air. 
That's why Technics Linear-Drive headphones were de- 
signed to match the acoustic characteristics of the 
human ear. 

As sound travels through the air, the contours of 
the head and the canals of the ear create two frequency 
peaks which cause certain musical tones to sound louder 
than others. When headphones are worn, however, one 
of those two frequency peaks disappears. But by recreat- 
ing that missing peak, Technics Linear-Drive headphones 
have just the right tonal balance between lows, midrange 
and highs. 

But that wasn’t all we had to do to give Technics 
Linear-Drive headphones waveform fidelity. The head - 
phone driver units had to be designed with a lightweight 
vibration system capable of producing high-frequency 
extension and phase linearity. 

Technics Linear-Drive headphones: the EAH-830 
(shown below), EAH-820 and EAH-810. They're our big- 
gest achievement in headphones because they give you 
our biggest achievement in sound: Waveform fidelity. 


Introducing Technics biggest achievement 
in headphones: Waveform fidelity. 


AWOL, like a lot of guys are doing. They 
could, | guess, give you a ticket and tell you 
to get lost. But if they think they can tell me 
I've got to stay, they've got another thing 
coming. My papers were signed with the 
Rhodesian government, not with Zim- 
babwe. Not that | wouldn't want to fight for 
the country. It's just that I’m getting tired of 
the army—at least the way this one’s run." 

Joe: “The recruiter said your contract 
was with Rhodesia. So if the government 
goes black, you don't have to stay here. 
Now we're told our contracts are with the 
Rhodesian government or its inheritors. 
The thing to do is to get a lawyer, sue the 
Rhodesian government for what's left of 
your contract, and then sign on with black 
Zimbabwe for bigger money. But there's no 
legal option before the thirty-first of 
December—if we're not wiped out by 
then.” 

Jack: “| don't think so. The only way that 
would happen is if the Cubans hooked up 
with Nkomo for an invasion. But then the 
South Africans would be up here with us. 
They're good people.” 

Joe: “The South African police who were 
up here early, they were all turkeys.” 

Jack: “Yeah, if the Cubans start stream- 
ing across the border, you'll want the South 
Africans up here quick with those 106's— 
they'll go ape-shit. But | think we'll be all 
right here. | think the war will go on like it is 
for another couple of years.” 

Joe: “It will start really hotting up just 


before the first of the year, when Mugabe 
makes a grab for it. If they scare all the 
white people out of the country, they won't 
have much of a problem. Like 250,000 
people can make for a really guilty con- 
science. But 10,000 or so...” 

Jack: “In the end, though, | wouldn't be 
captured, A white American? They'd skin 
you alive. I've heard all that shit about sav- 
ing you for propaganda, but | don't believe 
it. But, you know, thinking about blowing 
your head off and doing it are two different 
things.” 

Joe: “It's going to be all right. | know itis.” 

Jack: “In Luanda [a mercenary who got 
busted] got a few years in the slammer. The 
one who said he was fighting for an idea got 
snuffed. I'd say what | had to say. Anyway, a 
lot of guys have left already, My girl friend's 
dad said he's leaving because he could 
never have a black man tell him what to do 
But being from the States, | believe they 
could solve the problems in this country . . 
if they all relaxed and didn't get so upset 
about the possibility of giving their servants 
a twenty-dollar raise. Politicians are the 
ones who are killing the people. If they can't 
come to realize that there's some way to 
work it out, they fucking deserve to die.” 

Joe: "| don't know. | could see myself 
staying here. The Africans could be okay. | 
like Rhodesia generally. Nice people.” 

Jack: “I've thought about staying to make 
some money. And I'd even fight under a 
black leader. I'll probably take a contract in 


“Dr. Moriarity! What about the confidential 
relationship between a psychiatrist and his patients?” 
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Zaire or in the Middle East, but I'd like to go 
back home and farm some day." 


Mr. C. G. Msipa is an executive member of 
ZAPU, Joshua Nkomo's political wing, He 
spent five years in detention for his sus- 
pected political beliefs. Mr. Msipa is em- 
ployed as a salesman by the David 
Whitehead Company in Salisbury. 

“It is interesting how, under a new set of 
circumstances, attitudes change," he 
says. "For months and months | was an 
invisible person in the office, underem- 
ployed, with nothing to do but appear as 
the taken African while | worked on my poli- 
tics. Suddenly, now, everyone wants my ad- 
vice! Tobacco farmers and mining people, 
cattle farmers, all the Europeans, come to 
me and tell me that this internal settlement 
of Smith's will not work. They all plan to go to 
Lusaka! | think they secretly believe there 
will be a tribal war between Nkomo and 
Mugabe 

“| can assure you that tribalism does not 
exist in Rhodesia to the extent that the gov- 
ernment says. There are differences be- 
tween Nkomo and Mugabe, but they are 
not tribal, and they are not really so far 
apart. Mugabe has been encouraged by 
young men in his army—men like 
Tongogara—to be more and more leftist 
Since Mugabe does not control his army as 
well as Nkomo controls his, he has had to 
bend. or seems to bend, to these people 
Years ago, before | joined Nkomo, Mugabe 
told me that Nkomo was the one man to 
lead Zimbabwe. Now many of Mugabe's 
people are telling him to be prepared to 
play the second fiddle in the forthcoming 
black government. We do not know. It may 
be that Nkomo and Mugabe will fight, but it 
will be an ideological, not a tribal, war. If 
Smith does not agree to an all-party meet- 
ing and does not bend, the results will be 
tragic for everyone. The war will go forward 
with great speed. /n the end, though, we 
will have free elections across tribal 
lines—you will see. There will be a two- 
party system, a democratic government of 
one man, one vote. The best leader will win, 
but he will not be one of those in Mr. Smith's 
transitional government.” 


John Finely is a tall, apple-cheeked, nine- 
teen-year-old Scot. Rather than entering 
Sandhurst after he graduated from Harrow, 
he took a year abroad, with his parents’ 
blessings, to set out on an African adven- 
ture. As he explains: 

“It's in the blood. you see. this baptism by 
fire. My seventeenth great-grandfather was 
Eric the Black. My second great-grand- 
father shot red Indians in America before 
retiring to the Boer War. Until recently. the 
proclivity was manifest in me as a John 
Wayne fan and a gun freak. 

“Instead of signing a long contract in the 
military, | decided to free-lance as a ranch 
guard. | put an ad in the Herald, giving my 
background, though | believe the qualifica- 
tion ‘can shoot’ turned the trick. The stint 
was boring at first. After three months of 
guarding tobacco barns on a 24,000-acre 


_. The lowtar 
“nace rf ~ cigarette 


4 


ie 


_—— — or Ue 
oS 6a 


Light 
100's 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined \ 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. LY 


N 
\ 


ZEeeaweerrrd@tt,.. 


4 IMP CALVERT DIST, CO NYC) © 


it 4 


oy Saat 


WINE Mile Seah 


FF 


spread near Rusape, | managed to get 
transferred to the cattle range. Rustlers, 
you see, were much more my cup of tea. 
‘Get off your hoss, pilgrim, and drink your 
milk.’ That sort of thing! 

“One moonlit night, in May, | think, | was 
on patrol when | spotted four Africans driv- 
ing eight or ten head of cattle toward the 
eastern boundary of the farm. | im- 
mediately emptied my Sten gun at them, 
knocking one of the buggers down and 
then took cover behind a tree and waited 
for return fire. Three of them had fled. After 
an hour of searching for the wounded one, | 
sat down to rest and saw the white soles of 
his feet in some tall grass not two yards 
away. | jumped back and fired three shots. 
Then | hugged the ground and listened. 
There was a sort of gurgling groan. The 
Sten gunfire had taken a lung. One of the 
three pistol shots had blown away the lower 
part of this fellow's spine. He was bringing 
up blood. So | cocked my .357 magnum 
and shot him full in the face. He was about 
seventeen and, unfortunately, unarmed. 

“lam convinced that this experience has 
colored my ideas about what has hap- 
pened in Rhodesia and what is likely to 
happen. The thing is, you see, despite a 
spasm of nerves later on, | must admit | 
rather enjoyed playing cowboy. And | have 
begun to wonder if some other people don't 
as well. Anyway, | figure that this war will 
progress, that the South Africans will step 
in to maintain law and order, but that the 
attacks against whites will continue, There 
will undoubtedly be an upsurge in violence 
during the early part of the new year, when 
the government is scheduled to go over, 
but perhaps it will be short-term. | believe 
Mugabe's hard-core Marxist line will unite 
many moderate whites and blacks. And 
perhaps things will eventually level out. On 
the other hand, there has been a great deal 
of talk about a watery version of the old 
scorched-earth policy—blowing up the 
Kariba Dam. which not only would shut 
down the copper mines in Zambia but also 
would wash away Cabora Bosa Dam and 
flood a wide expanse of Mozambique. 
Whatever, it will be exciting, and | intend to 
return after a bit of R and R in Scotland." 


Allan Savory is president of the National 
Unifying Force, a new political party in op- 
position to lan Smith's Rhodesian Front. He 
is a former member of Parliament, an ad- 
viser to past Prime Ministers Garfield Todd 
and Sir Roy Welensky, and Smith's most 
fearless political enemy. As a captain in the 
Rhodesian Security Forces, Savory wrote 
the unofficial manual on antiquerrilla war- 
fare. His political predictions, since the un- 
ilateral declaration of independence in 
1965, have been chillingly accurate. 

“It's an extremely grim picture,” he ob- 
serves. ‘And | must say | find no satisfaction 
in pointing out that | foresaw all of this. To 
begin with, right now the country is in des- 
perate financial shape. The war is escalat- 
ing and taking on a more bitter character, 
with atrocities being committed on both 
sides, Muzorewa and Sithole see their only 


road to power through Smith's white army, 
and they are going to stick with it all the way. 
To think that this all began on the idiotic 
issue of racial discrimination! 

“The only hope left for anyone is an all- 
party conference. Most important, it would 
be good for all Rhodesians. But, secondly, 
from the white point of view, it is of absolute 
necessity, because the whites are being 
betrayed by Smith, They have put total faith 
in him, They have worshipped him and 
made him a god. And now he is saying that 
on December 31 he is going to hand it all 
over to a black government, willy-nilly, 
whether the war continues, whether sanc- 
tions continue or not. He's taking all these 
whites who have been blindly loyal to him 
and handing them over to Muzorewa or 
Sithole—it doesn't matter which, since they 
will be the only ones on the ballot. And he's 
handing over a war which he couldn't win 
and which a black government will have no 
hope of winning, as well as continued sanc- 
tions. The average white serviceman will 
leave the country rather than fight for a 
black government. It will be a walkover for 
the Patriotic Front, And thee will be no se- 
curity umbrella from the Western powers. 
That is the sad end of the road, Smith is 
leading the people to. 

“What's most likely to happen is that 
Smith will be forced to attend an all-party 
conference, He and Nkomo are, finally, the 
only ones who really matter Conservative 
British. politicians have encouraged Smith 


to hold out in the hope that somehow the 
position of the Patriotic Front will be 
weakened—and wrongly, as many ghastly 
deaths will testify. It may already be too late 
to settle anything at a conference, because 
Mugabe and Nkomo now hold all the 
trumps, Still, as a last-ditch effort, it must be 
tried, If there is a conference and no settle- 
ment, then the war will go on, and it will be 
up to the West to decide whom to back. The 
absolute final hope would then rest on the 
fact that the Rhodesians had at least ap- 
peared to join Britain and America in find- 
ing a just solution. /f we don’t get to a con- 
ference and resolve the conflict between 
Mugabe and Nkomo now, if it becomes 
simply whites out and blacks in, then this 
thing will be fought to the finish with three 
black armies in the fray—Nkomo's, 
Mugabe's, and whatever the black gov- 
ernment will be able to salvage. Already 


* the Matabeles are calling this the ‘Shona 


Settlement’ and are playing off the tribal 
differences between the leaders of the Pat- 
riotic Front. And the tactical plans are tak- 
ing form—Mugabe's aggressiveness, 
Nkomo holding back his army, waiting for 
the next war, letting Mugabe spend himself 
before coming in for the kill. The whites will 
be caught in the middle. 

‘As forme, if | decided to leave Rhodesia, 
it would probably be too late. No, we need 
people here to work toward a solution. 
have had forty damn good years in Rho- 
desia. | feel | owe it something for that." +7 


“Don't stop on account of me. | just thought you 
might like something to blow on at midnight!" 
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RUM REVELATIONS. 


Surprising facts every rum drinker should know. 


Ah, what rum drinkers 
don'tknow about rum. 
So Myers's thinks it's 
time to raise some 
eyebrows. 


The first fact of rum. 
Rum comes in three 
shades: white, gold, and 
dark. Some light rums are 
blended to have a barely 
noticeable taste. Their 
flavor might fade in the 
drink. But Myers's is 
blended specially to be 
more flavorful. The Myers’s 
comes through the mixer. 


Another surprise. 

Dark rum isn’t any stronger than 
light rum. Both are the same 
alcoholic proof. So Myers’s isn’t any 
stronger, even though it has a 
tastier rum flavor. 

More revelations. 
Myers'’s is more expensive. It’s 
imported from Jamaica where it’s 


made slowly, in small batches. 
The richer taste is worth the time. 
And the price. 


Still another little known fact. 
Caribbean bartenders mix Myers’s 

into exotic drinks made with 
lighter rums. They trust Myers's 
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to enhance the flavor. So discover 
for yourself the dash that Myers's 
adds toa simple Rum & Cola. The 


extra punch Myers’s adds toa 
Planters’ Punch. Here are the 
recipes for your pleasure. 
Myers’s Planters’ Punch: 
Combine in shaker, 3 oz. orange 
juice, juice of 5 lemon or lime, 
14.02. Myers's. Add 1 tsp. superfine 
sugar and dash of grenadine. Shake 
well and serve in tall glass filled 


WORLD FAMOUS 
IMPORTED 


with ice. Add orange slice, cherry. 


Myers’s Rum and Cola: 
Into a highball glass, add 114 02. 
Myers’s Rum. Fill glass with cola 
beverage. Add slice of lemon or 
lime, and stir. 


And finally, one last point. 
Dark rum is better to use in 
cooking than light rum. Myers’s 
adds a fuller rum flavor to foods. 
Try sprinkling Myers’s over 
grapefruit halves. It’s a simple way 


to create an interesting first course. 
Myers’s makes so many rum recipes 
even more delicious 
So now that you know the facts, 
your choice should be clear: 
Myers’s Rum. 
Because if you like rum, it's time 
you discovered the pleasures that 
wait for you in the dark. 


Next to Myers’s 
Allother Rums 
Seem Pale. 


Imported by Seagram Distillers Co., 375 Park Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022, 80 Proof. 
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The practice began, as so many things 
sexual seem to do, on the West Coast, 
but it has spread like wildfire across 
the country. No one knows exactly 
what the phenomenon is all about, for 

it is still new, and no one is exactly 
sure where it will lead. As with any 
other fad, it is for the moment. and 
right now tossing has replaced the 
Hula-Hoop, swallowing goldfish, wife 
swapping, and punk rock. To toss—or 
to be tossed—is in, 

In an effort to get a grip on the sub- 
ject and to find out as much as possi- 
ble about it, we interviewed men and 
women around the country and from 
them selected four replies that we felt 
were most representative of those who 
are involved in the tossing craze. 


Debbie is a twenty-four-year-old girl with 
beautiful auburn hair, green eyes, and a 
great abundance of zest and energy. She 
has an extremely well developed figure and 
exudes healthy attitudes about herself 
and sex, all of which come, she says, from 
tossing. 

Do you toss or get tossed? “I'm a tossee, 
always. | don't have the personality to play 
the other role, though many women do." 

How did you get into it? "I'm a secretary 
who works for a temporary service; so my 
job is a kind of ‘tossing’ in itself. | love that, 
going from place to place, meeting new 
people, never getting bored with the same 
office or the same people day in and day 
out. About a year ago | had a job ina 
building in the Loop [Chicago]. Two men, 
Clark and Robbins [pseudonyms], ran an 
advertising agency and had offices facing 
one another with a secretary-receptionist in 
between. Often there was more work than 
she could handle; so they called in tempo- 
rary girls. | was one of them. 

“Mr. Clark asked me into his office to take 
aletter. He was handsome, dark, excitingly 
manly behind his big, carved oak desk. | 
sat in the chair and played the part, lifting 
my skirt to cross my legs, smiling seduc- 
tively, teasing. He didn't show any interest 
Well, his apathy really didn't matter, this 
was business, after all. | took a letter, which 
was very Official, and he just sat there, and 
that made me mad because | wanted to 
see his body. I'm a real crotch watcher. 

“Bul the second leller was amazing. He 
dictated an obscene letter! | couldn't be- 
lieve my ears; he spoke so unemotionally, 
as if he were talking about a cigarette ad or 
liquor account: *... and Bob, listen, after 
you and your date left the party, the two 
chicks in the den just came up to me and 
started giving me a blowjob at the same 
time—are you getting this?’ | looked up, 
blushing, shaking with secret excitement 
and amazement. ‘Yes, sir,’ | purred 

“*Good.' He continued: ' it was as if 
they were kissing each other, with my cock 
just happening to be between their lips 
Thank God, my dick is big enough for such 
games, but they should have Robbins, with 
his—oh, add, my partner, Jim Robbins , \'m 
not sure he knows him—with his huge 
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He tossed me out, 
and it turned 
me on. | was being 
treated like a 
secretary , not like 
someone he'd 
just had sex with. 


? 


piece he would have choked them 
"| was choking. He looked at me. Am | 
upsetting you?’ 

“Not at all.’ My panties were sticking to 
the chair already. 

“He went on:', . . so be sure to come to 
the next party and plan to stay a while 
longer this time. Keep it hard. All the best, 
Clark.’ 

‘| looked up 

“He looked down. He was sitting on the 
desk in front of me. There was a big tent in 
the middle of his pants. He pointed to the 
zipper. ‘Want to see what you just wrote 
about?’ 

“! put down my pencil and pad. | slowly 
nodded and touched the spot lightly. | 
trembled. | started unzipping him and 
opening my blouse at the same time, but he 
stopped me 

“Listen, get this clear,’ he said. "You work 
temp. That means you do your job, and 
then you get tossed out. | want a fast blow- 
job here. no strings. Got that?’ 

“| had heard about tossing from a girl 
friend of mine in San Francisco. | wondered 
if he was referring to that. | said, ‘I like quick 
Sex 

"And he smiled like crazy. ‘Then nibble on 
this,’ he ordered, pulling out his big, over- 
ripe dick, ‘and I'll kick your butt out of here.’ 

‘And so | went down on him, with an 
enthusiasm | had never had before 

“| brought him off, and his sperm filled 


my mouth, and he bucked his hips from the 
desk and moved his arms so quickly that he 
knocked over the whole telephone 
panel onto the floor. | pulled off, took a 
big swallow, and then | started to go 
back to his cock, but he pushed me 
away and zipped up. | had the natural 
desire to keep on, to get him to 
make love to me, to at least kiss 
me, feel me, touch my hard 
breasts... anything! But he acted 
as if it had not happened. ‘Thanks, 
Debbie. Make sure that letter gets 
off right away. That's all | need you 
for today. You can go.’ 

“| felt the desire and excitement 
inside me mixing with outrage that 
he was throwing me out, and that 
was the secret thrill of it all! Just as 
| was almost out the door, he said, ‘But | 
think my partner will need you for a few 
minutes. Stop in there before you go to type 
what | gave you.’ 

“He tossed me out, and it turned me on. | 
was being treated like a secretary, not like 
someone he'd just had sex with. | could 
hardly believe it—what had transpired was 
cold and impersonal, but it made my spine 
tingle. | thought about what he'd dictated 
about his partner. | knocked on Jim Rob- 
bins's door, and he called me in. 

“| wasn't ready for what | found—a 
younger man, looking like a kid who'd just 
graduated from law school or something, 
with lots of curly hair and good-looking 
glasses and French jeans and a beautiful, 
light blue shirt. 

“| was so horny by this time that | would 
have raped him if he hadn't ordered me to 


. Strip and sit on his cock, It was incredi- 


ble—fast and frenetic and unbelievable. | 
put one foot up on the couch and bent the 
other and moved my pelvis up and down as 
he drove that enormous stick up me. He 
played with my pussy lips with his fingers 
and took great pleasure in watching the 
expression on my face when he came. | 
thought | was dying and headed for 
heaven. 

‘And then, just like that, he got up, 
yanked up his jeans, and told me that was 
all, thank you. Just like that. Well, | was so 
hot sitting out there typing the letters Clark 
had dictated that | had to go to the ladies’ 
room and masturbate. Even that didn't 
help. On the way home | actually asked a 
guy | met on the subway to take me home 
and fuck me, and he did, and he turned me 
on to a friend who lived next door, and he 
did the same. I've not stopped since.” 

What's the ultimate tossing experience 
you've had? “| just described it to you!” 

Why do you like it? “I've always been a 
nymphomaniac, but that wasn't nice, you 
know? People thought that nymphomania 
was some kind of disease. Now | can be as 
promiscuous as | want to be, and you call it 
‘tossing’ and it is socially acceptable. 

“Sex is disposable, just like so many 
other good things in life. It's so impersonal 
that | thrive on it. Life is too full of compli- 
cated relationships, from dealing with the 
teller at the bank to jealousies with lovers 


and husbands and family. Tossing‘is un- 
complicated, impersonal, a little outra- 
geous, and wonderfully exciting.” 


Daryl is a college student in Albuquer- 
que. N.M. He drives a 1974 Cadillac 
convertible, says he's attracted to 
“anything in a skirt,” wears his 
hair a trifle long for the seventies, 
and has been into tossing for the 
last four months 

Do you toss or get tossed? “| 
toss.” 

How did you get into it? “It just 
happened. | was doing it in high 
school two years ago and didn't 
know | was. I'd date a chick once, 
fuck her in my car, and just dump 
her out. Literally. Sometimes | 
wouldn't even take her home; | 
would just dump her there at the drive-in 
and go try to score once more that night. | 
did six girls in one night once. Just last 
Saturday | had twelve—yeah, | can see the 
look on your face Look, I’m not saying | 
kept it up that long; | didn't come twelve 
times, But | had twelve women. | have more 
than a dick, you know? Think about fingers 
and a mouth and a vibrator that plugs right 
into the cigarette lighter, dig? | sent away for 
it; it's a perfect model of my dick. Like 
watching myself fuck.” 

What's the ultimate tossing experience 
you've had? “| think it was the one last 
Saturday. | got in the car and bang, bang, 
bang, it happened. | started out in the late 
morning, feeling real horny from the night 
before, you know? | picked up a sweet little 
thing on the way home from breakfast. She 
was waving her ass and going down 
Lomas Boulevard, and | pulled over and 
asked her if | could be of service. She got 
in, still wiggling her ass. and | was driving 
with one hand on the wheel and one hand 
under her butt in no time, We stopped on a 
residential street, and | put a finger up her 
can while she pressed her hands all 
around my crotch area and gooed and 
mooed and cooed until she came buckets. 
She wanted a ride home, but | asked her 
what she thought | was, ‘a tucking taxi ser- 
vice?’ 

“| tossed her, and two minutes later | 
picked up a girl who gave me a blowjob as 
| was driving, and as soon as | came, | 
tossed her, too. | went to this market | know. 
This woman runs the place; she's real hot 
and likes to be tossed. | took her into the 
back room and stuck it into her rea! quick 
while | ate a Hostess Twinkie, and she was 
just about to come when | had had enough 
food and decided to leave. She was frus- 
trated as all hell, screaming at me, but she 
loved it. She told me once that if | ever really 
satisfied her and—what's the word?—,re- 
ciprocated, yeah, that's it, if | ever did that, 
she'd never let me in the place again. 

“| went down to a movie theater in mid- 
town, areal pigpen. These five chicks were 
together. spending their daddies’ bread on 
a hot afternoon, being real nutty. | got my 
popcorn and holed up in the last row, letting 
my dick hang out for a breather (most guys 


He blew his rocks 
on the corner 
of Broadway and 
Sixty-eighth 
Street, and | tossed 
him out of the 
cab at Sixty-ninth. 
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in that place let their dicks hang out!), and 
the chicks were all giggling and looking 
and getting hot, because | was the only 
dude under eighty in the place 

“So one by one they all came down the 
row, playing musical chairs, taking turns 
eeling my cock, watching it get hard, tak- 
ing little licks and all—stuff like that. Finally, 
said, ‘I'll meet you girls down in the ladies’ 
john,’ and when | went down there, each of 
them was in a stall, lined up on the pots, 
and | went from one to another, giving them 
all a little fucking in the mouth, a few hot- 
finger clit tickles, a couple of tweaks to the 
itties, and then | stood by the sinks and 
played with myself as they all showed me 
how they did it alone with their fingers at 
home. When they were done, they wanted 
0 satisfy me, but | said, ‘Get lost and leave 
me in the ladies’ room in peace.’ | sat ona 
can and smoked a cigarette, and some 
woman came in and nearly fainted. 

“The whole night went on that way. | al- 
most lost count.” 

Why do you like it? “Freedom. It gives me 
freedom and a total lack of responsibility. 
All you gotta do is give pleasure, or receive 
it, if you're into getting tossed. That's all. No 
nice words to fuck it all up, nothing petty, 
nothing that can fuck up that fuck, you dig? 
It's just a kind of sport. Hell, it's the best 
sport I've ever played.” 


Berry is nineteen, blonde, electric. If Satur- 


day Night Fever were remade with a 
female in the John Travolta part, she 
could be the star. She's called the 
“Disco Doll” and has eyes that can 
cut through steel and make the 
strongest men melt. Her makeup and 
demeanor are unique. her clothes 
are sexy and sensational, and she's 
known in SoHo as “Raspberry Sher- 
bet,” which she says is the color of her 
nipples 
Do you toss or get tossed? “I toss, 
honey, and | can toss mighty far. | tried 
playing the other side once, but it 
didn't do a thing for my psyche.” 
How did you get into it? “One night | 
was dancing to this hot number by the 
Ohio Players—oh, see how lonnnnnng 
ago that is?—and | said to myself, ‘Ber- 
ry, honey, you need to get laid, and you 
need it now’ My dance card was all filled 
that night, if you know what | mean. | had 
promises to keep. But | needed a fast lay. 
So | sauntered over and picked up this 
number in a black T-shirt and mirrored belt 
buckle and dragged him over behind this 
Curtain near the deejay's box and told him, 
‘I need a quick one, Flash; so put it in me 
and get my juices rolling.’ He was de- 
stroyed. | just lifted the lace and satin (yes, 
darling, | do know how to dress) and helped 
him get it in by politely lifting one leg— I'ma 
true lady—and it was rather comfy, and he 
came quick enough for me not to miss the 
Gloria Gaynor number, or was it Esther Phil- 
lips? | had to make that dance, and | left 
him there, poor darling, with his prick drip- 
ping and the feeling that someone had just 
tossed him to the moon 
‘And that's when | caught it, the bug, the 
fever—| needed another one! | said to my- 
self, ‘Berry, you trash heap, you can't be 
serious!’ But | was. There was a likely can- 
didate at the bar. This guy would have 
fucked me right there on the floor—he was 
so blasted and horny—but we were dis- 
creet and went to the checkroom (I'm pals 
with the hostess) and did it on top of some 
matron's mink. He fucked the daylights out 
of me and flipped onto his back after | 
came, waiting for me to go down on him 
and finish him off. But, honey, | was done, 
thank you very much, and Mr. De Mille was 
calling me for my close-up. Back to the next 
dance. | let him beat off on the Blackglama 
“| did the hustle, fucked a black dude 
with balls hanging so low you had to be 
careful not to step on them, and then | 
danced a slow, slowwwwwww number and 
got so hot that | went out back in the alley 
and found two dudes sharing a beer, and | 
just attacked them! | scared them all to hell, 
| swear, but they got into it, and | went dawn 
on my knees and performed all kinds of 
unnatural acts and crimes against nature 
on them. They both gave me a shot of pro- 
tein; and when | got up, they had the nerve 
to think they were going to talk to me or 
something! | tossed them the bird, said 
‘Take a flyer, guys,’ and went back to the 
dance, 
‘And that's how it started. That night. It 
was like seeing all the old MGM musicals in 
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one evening and being high on everything 
there is to be high on all at once. A trip. A 
feal trip.” 

What's the ultimate tossing experience 
you've had? “Well, that’s a hardie. Hmmm. 
I'm the ‘Disco Doll,’ you know, and it all 
revolves around that. | mean, | waitress 
during the day, in my little apron and 
uniform, my straight drag. But at 
night | shine. Studio 54, where are 
you? Some people take aspirin 
and watch television. | go to 
Regine’s. the 

“The ultimate adventure rai 
happened one night when | 
went from one to another, and 
each one got better and bet- 
ter. | boogied for a while and 
got bored with the strobes in 
the dump | was in. So | de- 
cided to go uptown, and on the way | gave 
the cabbie a lick of my pussy in lieu of the 
fare, and at about Forty-ninth Street | saw a 
guy | just had to have. | told the cabbie to 
stop, and | called to the man on the street. 
‘Yoo-hoo, man on the street!’ He came up to 
the cab. ‘Want a taxi?’ | asked. He nodded, 
not quite knowing what to make of this. His 
briefcase was in hand, you know. He was on 
his way home to Central Park West and the 
kids and all. | asked him how he'd like to 
share the cab with me, and he hopped in 

"We started riding, and ! removed his 
pants. '| don't believe this is happening to 
me; | don't believe this is happening to me,’ 
he kept saying, and | finally said, ‘It isn't.’ 
The cabbie was breaking his neck from 
looking in the rearview mirror, but | just re- 
minded him to keep his eyes on the road; 
he had had his lick, and | didn’t want to end 
up on a marble slab because of his voy- 
euristic tendencies, | asked the nice, up- 
standing (in more ways than one) busi- 
nessman to please fuck me silly, and he 
obliged, still moaning, ‘I don't believe this is 
happening tome...’ 

“He blew his rocks at the corner of 
Broadway and Sixty-eighth Street. | had the 
cabbie stop at the middle of the intersec- 
tion—yes, the intersection, horns blowing 
and all—of Broadway and Sixty-ninth 
Street, and | opened the door and asked 
Mr. Exec to leave. He was highly embar- 
rassed and shocked, since his pants were 
still around his Italian loafers and his cock 
was still standing up like a telephone pole, 
but | had had enough, and after all, | was 
paying for the ride. | threw him out. The 
crowd loved it. Honey, it was the biggest 
excitement they had on the West Side since 
the blackout. 

“It got me so hot that | tucked the cabbie 
on one of the cross streets before we got to 
Regine's. That was the craziest experi- 
ence.” 

Why do you like it? “It's sex, honey, S-E-X, 
and that's the thing that's supposed to be 
so heavy, like you're supposed to do it in 
bed, and it should go on for hours and 
reallymean something. Please, this is 1978, 
for Christ's sake. Do it and get it over with, 
and let's get on to the next record, please. It 
goes against the grain of everything sex is 
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My fantasy was 
that some woman would 
pick me up and use 
me sexually and then just 
walk away. Then it 
happened: | got tossed! 


2 


supposed to be—you can absorb yourself 
in yourself and not give a shit if the other 
person is digging it or not. Who cares about 
the other person?” 


Ken is a young guy with short, blond hair, 
bright blue eyes, a tanned and muscular 
body, and he always has a surfboard near 
him. He's got a master's degree in econom- 
ics but prefers to-hang out on the beaches 
near Santa Monica, Calif., where he lives 
and where it all began. 

Do you toss or get tossed? “Both. | prefer 
to be tossed, however." 

How did you get into it? “| heard about it 
twas the rage. | mean it still is, but this was 
about two summers back, when it first 
started to catch on out here. | thought it was 
horrible at first. How could sex be so imper- 
sonal? Sex had to be romantic for me. Oh, 
‘d had dirty fantasies, and lots of thern 
were about anonymous sex. Meeting a girl 
in a dark cove up the beach, tucking her 
without a word, leaving her. But more of my 
dreams were about girls doing it to me. | 
just kind of wished that some woman would 
pick me up and use me sexually and then 
just walk away. The thought really turned 
me on. 

“| got into it one day when that fantasy 
came true. There was a beer bust on one of 
the beaches, and most of the crowd had 
gone home, and | was zonked, just sitting 
alone by a little fire, strumming my guitar, 


and this woman came up to me. She said, 
‘I'm going to fuck you.’ 
“| looked up, and my eyes must have 
popped out. No one had ever said that 
tome. Women don't fuck me: it’s the 
other way around. But | played 
with the idea. | stretched out in the 
sand and said, ‘Be my guest.’ 
"And she was. She knelt 
down and dropped her hal- 
ter, and beautiful, round 
» breasts fell out, She slid 
them up and down my 
body, over my trunks 
until my cock started 
sticking up from the 
waistband, on down over my balls, 
down to my toes. Her nipples got hard 
as coral, She licked at my cockhead sev- 
eral times and then pulled my trunks off me 
in one swift move. She told me to spread my 
legs. She grabbed my cock and held it in 
place, sticking straight up, and she stuck it 
in after pulling off her bikini bottom 

“It was amazing. | did nothing—just lay 
there while she made every movement. Her 
pussy was hot and juicy, and she knew 
what she was doing. She pinched my nip- 
ples. She pulled the hair under my arms. 
She took my nuts in her hand and—| 
swear—pulled them three inches from my 
body. She fingered my ass hole and made 
me groan. | gushed up into her, and she 
grasped the base of my cock with her fin- 
gers and held tight. | thought | was going to 
explode. Her fingers were all wet with jism, 
and she stuck them into my mouth, made 
me lick my own come off her fingers! Then, 
without even a sound, she walked away into 
the night. I'd been tossed.” 

What's the ultimate tossing experience 
you've had? “There have been two of them. 
One was getting tossed from room to room 
in a motel down in San Diego. There's a 
tossing club—actually, there are several of 
them, | understand, now—and the women 
who liked to toss and belonged to the club 
rented out this entire motel for a weekend 
Guys like me went from room to room, just 
like we were crossing the desert without 
water, getting weaker and weaker, but so 
fucking excited | can't put it into words. The 
doors were left open. The women were on 
the beds. When they had their fill. you got 
tossed into the hall. 

“The other experience I'll never forget 
was on a surfboard, just off Malibu. Honest, 
| did it in the water, sitting on the board. | 
was behind her, and | slipped my hard cock 
into her, and she rode it,.and we worked up 
this passion, this frenzy, and the wave was 
Moving us, and she must have come, be- 
cause all of a sudden she literally tossed 
me off, got up, and rode the curl. And | went 
over backward, underwater, not knowing 
what had hit me, my cock shooting aload of 
jism into the Pacific Ocean.” 

Why do you like it? “It's a trip. a really 
casual release, just another pleasure in life, 
like a cold glass of lemonade, a soft wind 
off the ocean, a beautiful wave. It's there for 
only a moment, but what a terrific fucking 


moment!" O+—_ 


ELF-EXAMINATION SERIES 
FREEZE-DRIED 
SEX 


 SYCHOGRAPHIC 


TAKING THEM 
AS THEY COME, 


ING 
AS YOU TAKE THEM 


BY FRANK DONEGAN 


} | Fifty questions that tell if you're in it for real or just for cheap thrills. 


PSYCHOGRAPH 


Have you noticed how, whenever a group 
of men sit around discussing the attri- 
butes of various and sundry women, 
one in the group always says, “Hey, 
look, put paper bags over their heads 
and they're all the same when you get 
them in the sack"? 

That gentleman will score highly on this 
questionnaire. He has what psychologists 
might call “a strong attraction toward im- 
personal sex.” He's the man you'll meet at 
your local orgy and is the type most likely to 
engage in the “tossing” behavior de- 
scribed in the preceding article. 

In matters sexual this man is decidedly a 
gourmand, not a gourmet. Quantity is more 
important than quality, Aithough some men 
will compare women with fine wines, this 
man is more likely to compare them to 
freeze-dried coffee: something to be con- 
sumed quickly and then forgotten. 

At one time or another most men fan- 
tasize about or indulge in impersonal sex. 
It's a spicy alternative to more conventional, 
personalized sexual relations. But for our 
Mr. Goodbar, impersonal sex is a steady 
diet, He avoids personal commitment in 
sex the way mice avoid cats. 

Depending upon your point of view, you 
might consider this type of man a proud 
upholder of the machismo tradition or an 
emotionally stunted cad. We're not taki 
sides here; we're just offering you an op- 
portunity to find out how closely your be- 
liefs and actions compare with those that 
correlate highly with the “Goodbar” per- 
sonality. 

In recent years psychological research- 
ers have isolated personal characteristics 
and beliefs that go hand in hand with this 
tough-minded, impersonal approach to 
sex. In the course of that research. hun- 
dreds of men have answered ques- 
tionnaires like the following. 

Respond honestly to each item and an- 
swer each item quickly. The longer you ex- 
amine the questions, the less authentic 
your responses are likely to be. 


YES NO 


Do you sometimes teel 
guilty about things that 
you've done in your life? 


Do you think that it is im- 
portant to be a master of 
sexual techniques? In 
other words, do you con- 
sider yourself to be a 
highly skilled sexual tech- 
nician? 


Would you agree that to- 
day's adolescents are no 
more immoral than their 
parents or grandparents 
were at the same age? 
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10. 


11. 


13 


14. 


15. 


16 


17. 


Is it important to you to 
have as many orgasms as 
you possibly can during a 
sexual encounter? 


Would you vote for a law 
that made polygamy 
legal? 


Do you consider faithful- 
ness in male-female rela- 
tionships to be a silly, out- 
moded idea? 


Do you consider celibacy 
(such as that practiced by 
some religious people) 
foolish? 


Would you say that your 
inhibitions sometimes 
prevent you from having 
the kind of sex you'd like 
with a woman? 


Do you find that most 
foods taste pretty much 
the same to you, and 
when you go to a restau- 
rant do you figure that one 
thing on the menu won't 
be that much different 
from any other? 


Would you say that you 
come from a working- 
class upbringing rather 
than a middle-class 
background? 


Would the sight of a child 
or an animal suffering 
upset you a lot? 


Would you say that some- 
times you have trouble 
controlling your sexual 
feelings? 


Would you say that you've 
been sexually deprived’? 


Do perverted thoughts 
sometimes bother you? 


Are there times when 
you've been afraid of 
yourself for what you 
might do sexually? 


Can you easily under- 
stand how people feel 
when they tell you about 
their troubles? 


Would you say that you've 
always been known as a 


18. 


19 


20. 


21. 


22 


23 


24 


25 


26. 


27. 


28 


29; 


30. 


31. 


32 


solitary type. a loner? 


Is your mother a good 
person? 


Would you like to think that 
people fear you? 


Do you enjoy practical 
jokes (even ones that can 
end up really hurting 
someone)? \ 


Do you agree with this 
statement: When | get ex- 
cited. | can’t think of any- 
thing else but achieving 
satisfaction? 


Do you find that even 
when you've had a lot of 
sex, your love life seems 
to have been disappoint- 
ing? 


Would you take drugs 
(beyond common ones 
like alcohol, grass, or to- 
bacco) that may have 
strange or dangerous ef- 
fects? 


Do you enjoy hurting 
people you love? 


Would you mind if your 
regular sex partner had 
sex with someone else? 


Is sex the greatest plea- 
sure in your life? 


Do you ever have sexual 
fantasies that involve 


flogging? 


Would you enjoy watching 
your regular sexual part- 
ner have sex with some- 
one else? 


Would you say that you 
enjoy just about all types 
of pornography, even the 
more raunchy types? 


Are you more likely to be 
attracted to a stunning, 
but dumb, woman than to 
an average-looking, intel- 
ligent woman? 


Would you say that the av- 
erage man can live a 
good life without religion? 


Do you think that God is 


sss 


pe oad, 
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33. 


35. 


36. 


37. 


38. 


39, 


40 
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42. 


43. 


45, 


46. 


47. 


an invention ot the human 
mind?: 


Do you think that there are 
such things as superior or 
supernatural powers? 


Do you think that free love 
should be encouraged 
because it promotes men- 
tal and physical health? 


Does the idea of marriage 
appeal to you? 


Would you say that to- 
day's permissive way of 
bringing up children is an 
improvement over old 
methods? 


Do you think that a person 
should be free to take his 
own life without interfer- 
ence by society? 


Would you agree that all 
laws against abortion 
should be abolished? 


Ideally, would you prefer 
to have a different sexual 
partner every night? 


Would you say that good 
manners and cleanliness 
matter a lot to you? 


Are you always especially 
careful with objects that 
you have borrowed from 
someone? 


Do your friendships seem 
to break up easily without 
your being at fault? 


Do you make special ef- 
forts to avoid being rude 
to people? 


Would you say that some- 
times you have thoughts 
about sex which almost 
drive you crazy? 


Would you say that it takes 
very little to get you sexu- 
ally excited? 


Do you ever feel like 
humiliating or degrading 
your sexual partner? 


Do you tend to get in- 
volved in more than one 
sexual affair at a time? 


ae Would you say that but- 
tocks excite you? 

a Do you think that marriage 
should be done away with 
entirely? 

ee Do you agree that there 


should be no such thing 
as censorship of any 
kind? 


INTERPRETING YOUR RESPONSES 
Based on the evidence of current psycho- 
logical research. we could expect the quin- 
tessential Mr. Goodbar—the man with an 
exclusively tough-minded. impersonal 
“genital” view of sexual conduct—to an- 
swer the questions in the following way. 


1. no 18. no 35. no 

2. yes 19. yes 36. yes 
3. yes 20. yes 37. yes 
4. yes 21. yes 38. yes 
S.yes * 22. yes 39. yes 
6. yes 23, yes 40. no 

7. yes 24. yes 41. no 

8. no 25. no 42. yes 
9. yes 26. yes 43. no 
10. yes 27. yes 44. yes 
11. no 28. yes 45. yes 
12, yes 29. yes 46. yes 
13. yes 30. yes 47. yes 
14. yes 31. yes 48. yes 
15. yes 32. yes 49. yes 
16. no 33. no 50, yes 
17. yes 34. yes 


Obviously, the more closely your responses 
fesemble the above pattern, the more likely 
you are to be a man highly attracted to 
impersonal sexuality. 

If between thirty-five and fifty of your an- 
swers agree with those listed above, you 
are highly likely to take a tough-minded, 
impersonal stance in your relations with 
other people—both in and out of the sexual 
arena, And you are indeed likely to view 
women as sexual Handi-Wipes, using them 
once and then tossing them away. Accord- 
ing to University of London psychologist 
H. J. Eysenck, tough-minded men like you 
see sex as “largely a biological activity. 
impersonal and designed to produce a 
maximum of sensuous pleasure: like any 
other sport, it demands competence, train- 
ing. and competitive excellence.” Dr. 
Eysenck, who also directs the London Insti- 
tute of Psychiatry, is one of the foremost 
investigators of the links between sex and 
personality. This psychograph has been 
based upon his research and probing 
questionnaires. Men who score high on 
questionnaires like this one, says Eysenck, 
tend to be “opposed to current morality and 
customs and to idealistic and romantic no- 
tions." 


If you scored in the middle range on this 
questionnaire (that is. if between twenty 
and thirty-five of your answers matched 
those listed above). you are likely to take 
what we think of as the typically male ap- 
proach to sex. You are not averse to forming 
a warm, loving relationship with a woman, 
but on the other hand you don't feel that 
every male-female encounter must be a 
replay of Romeo and Juliet. You can enjoy a 
little quick, impersonal sex now and then. 
but you don’t pursue it with the same 
single-minded vigor that men who scored 
in the top category on this quiz do. Men in 
this group are still likely to be attracted to 
the Mr. Goodbar view of things. but in Dr. 
Eysenck's words, they “would only show 
these behavior patterns to a much less 
highly developed degree." 

If fewer than twenty of your responses 
coincided with those of our theoretical Mr. 
Goodbar. there's a better-than-average 
chance that you take a sensitive view of life 
and sex. You are the type of man who is 
likely to be attractive to today's more liber- 
ated, educated woman, who does not want 
a fuck-'em-and-forget-em caveman. You 
are less likely to resemble Mr. Goodbar and 
have a better shot than most of us at re- 
sembling the new type of romantic hero 
portrayed by the likes of Kris Kristofferson 
in Alice Doesn't Live Here Anymore 


One of the more interesting explanations 
for the Mr. Goodbar type of behavior—sex 
without personal involvement—has been 
advanced by Dr. Edrita Fried, who for years 
has been a well-known psychotherapist on 
the faculty of the Albert Einstein College of 
Medicine in New York. For her, narcissism is 
the key. According to Dr. Fried. “Some nar- 
cissistic men and women enjoy heterosex- 
ual passion without being either interested 
in or aware of their partners. They pay no 
attention to the sexual organ, the body, and 
the entire being of the person with whom 
they have intercourse: yet they are highly 
aroused. What is relished. is, not the body 
and the sexual organ of the partner. but 
rather the partner's fascination with one's 
own physical and emotional self. What in- 
toxicates them is. not the mate. but the 
reflection of their own selves in the passion 
of the mate. The absorption with the self as 
it is mirrored in the worship. the excitations. 
and the surrender of the mate is the well- 
spring of ecstasy." 

While all this makes the man with the Mr. 
Goodbar personality sound like a selfish 
creep, we should remember that the same 
thing that may render him unattractive is 
also the thing that makes him rebel against 
society's taboos. Without people like him to 
shatter sexual conventions. we'd probably 
all still be Victorians. 

And that might not be a great deal of fun 
either. O+-4q 
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9.00 REBATE 


On any pair of Jensen Triaxial® 
3-way car stereo speakers. 


Save now on the hottest selling 3-way 
speakers you can put in your car. Jensen 
Triaxials. The speakers with a separate woofer, 
tweeter, and midrange with the American work- 
manship and design parameters that will bring 
an unparalleled level of music reproduction to 
your car. 

Three sizes of Triax's” fit almost any car: 
6"x9! 4”x10" and the 514" in-door Triax. Each 
He Re distortion-free music. Color free mu- 
sic. Musie that comes through with all of i 
deep bass tones, midrange voices, and elusive 
high notes intact. 

And now, when you buy a pair of Triaxials 
between November 18, '78 and December 31, 


78, we'll send you a check for five dollars. Just 
clip this coupon and mail it to us with your 
sales receipt plus a top of the Triax” package 
that shows the model number. In 4 to 6 weeks 


you'll get your check. 


So go ahead. Take the bait. Listen to a 
pair of Jensen Triaxials at your local Jensen 
dealer. Once you hear them, you'll be hooked. 


JENSEN 


SOUND LABORATORIES 


Jensen Tr 
P.O. Box 105£ 
Tinley Park, 


jal Rebate 


9. 00 REBATE ON JENSEN TRIAXIALS 


Gentlemen: 
Along with this coupon I have enclosed 


the gold portion of the pa 
shows the model numb 
pair of Jensen Triaxial 3- 
plus sales receipt dated betwe 
18 and Dee. 31, 1978. Please send me 
my $5.00 rebate. 

Jensen Triaxial Rebate 

P.O. Box 1055 

Tinley Park, Ill. 60477 
®"Triaxial” and “Tri 


ge top that 
of my new 


narks of Jensen Sound Laboratories. Ha 


Name 


Address 


City =— 


State Zip 


Offer void where taxed or prohibited. 
Allow 4-6 weeks. Must be received by 
March 31, 1979. Limit one per family. 


Offe alid only in Continental U.S.A., 
ji, and Alaska. 
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$8,000 of Christmas cache 


Are you tired of the gift that is fantastic in its wrapping, intriguing in the box, but completely useless the day after 
Christmas? To put some excitement tinder this year's tree. Penthouse has compiled a collection of once-in-a-lifetime gifts 
designed to fit anyone's life-style. There's a calculator that computes and tells time, a portable movie projector 
with its own built-in screen, a sleek, lightweight, hand-crafted, ten-speed racing bike, and the only portable electric 
typewriter that changes from traditional print to sexy script in seconds. The hard-to-please will find ten more 

items that are useful as well as luxurious. So before Santa receives your final list, check ours twice 


(left,t0p) From Volvo Products, the 
flashy Kotlach boot, $160, and 
ae) j for top. 


(above) Sleek, lightweight 
Austro-Daimler A-D Ultima 
racing bicycle, hand tooled by 
a single craftsman, $1,600. 
(middle) Aspiring corporate 
tycoons will love this executive 
desk set: twenty-four-karat- 
gold-plated telephone, $250; 
brass ashtray with screen, $52; 
elegant Mont Blanc Diplomat 
fountain pen with fourteen- 


karat-gold nib, $125; 


book-style calendar, $48; 
brass pencil cup, $35; 
gold-tone desk clock, $160; 
and handsome desk pad with 
two-tone brass panels and 
linoleum surface, $72. All from 
Dunhill. (below) For split- 
second mood changes, 

the Olivetti Lexikon 83 DL 
typewriter, with inter- 
changeable elements and 
ribbon cartridges, $390. 


(below) Enter the Video Olympics with the Atari Video 
Computer System, $189.95. Twenty game cartridges, including 
such favorites as Breakout and Space War, are available 
(right) The better to see you with: a white-shaded, hinged- 
arm, imported, Zeta 3 lamp (Ambienti, New York City), $136. 


(below) Watch your 
own home movies 
as soon as they're 
shot with the 
compact, portable 
Bauer TR 200 


(above) For elegant 
entertaining or lazy 
afternoons, the Atelier 
Superstar 2000 chrome bar 
with black-smoked dome top, 
complete with glasses and its 
gwn freezer, $800, (right) This 
superbly engineered Atmos 
Moderne 5921 is powered by 
minute changes in 
temperature, $1,250 (division 
of Longines- Wittnauer Watch 
: Company), 


Oe 


(below, clockwise) Hand-carved, one-of-a-kind, imported 
Charatan (Coronation) pipe from Lane, Ltd. (New York City), 
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the barracks with my thumb in my ear, look- 
ing for a place to hide?” 

“Unnecessary,” said Beatty "You know 
the facts at least as well as |.” 

“THE FUCK | DO,” yelled Slaight, swing- 
ing his right hand across the top of the 
desk, scattering papers into Beatty's lap. 
against the wall, carrying such academy 
knickknacks as army mules and replicas of 
Civil War cannons with them. Beatty leapt 
to his feet, his face crimson 

“I'll see you in Leavenworth tor that, mis- 
ter!” he screamed in a high-pitched whine 
“That's assault! I'll have you court-mar 
tialed, you insubordinate little .. ." His voice 
sputtered off into a series of wheezes 

"You haven't got diddly-shit in that pile 
Beatty. If you did, you would have tacked 
me one tack at a time to the top of this desk. 
poopsheet by poopsheet. You're smart, Mr 
Beatty. But you forgot something. If you're 
gonna bring guns, you'd better be ready to 
use them. You didn't. Elemental tactical er 
ror. They teach it plebe year. Sit down.” 

Beatty reached for the phone, dialing, 
still sputtering. Before he hit the third digit. 
Slaight reached across the desk and hit the 
cradle buttons, and the line went dead 

“This is how it shakes down, You're call- 
ing me a faggot. You wanna call names?” 
Slaight stood up, reaching for his cap 
‘Let's go. Right now. Out that door. Let's go 
public, Mr Beatty. No sense in name- 
calling behind closed doors Let's go pub- 
lic. You lay out your garbage, and I'll lay out 
mine. The networks and the papers will be 
up here in battalion force, and we'll see who 
comes out on top. You wanna call me a 
faggot? Okay by me. But you do it out there 
where people can hear you, because In 
here it don't fuckin’ count.” 

Beatty didn't move. He sat down, staring 
at the cluttered desk, picking at a cuticle on 
his left hand with his right forefinger. 

“It's all over, Mr. Beatty. You know why? 
've got enough bad shit in my files on the 
David Hand murder to crack the granite 
this place sits on. You'll feel the tremors 
from West Point all the way down in your 
office in the Pentagon, Mr. Beatty. You'll feel 
the tremors right there in the office of the 
deputy secretary of defense, Mr. Deputy 
Secretary. And if my information is correct, 
alot of other big dudes down there will feel 
the same tremors when the David Hand 
murder case breaks open. You know the old 
term ‘knee-level wind,’ Mr. Beatty?" 

Beatty shook his head no 

“That's what happens when knees start 
shaking. Knec level wind. You better get 
used to it, Mr Beatty. You better invest 
in some paperweights for your desk, be- 
cause there's gonna be a goddamn hurri- 
cane of knee-level wind when I'm finished, 
Mr. Beatty, When | unlock that file of mine 
showing the butt fucking and the cocksuck- 
ing that went on, when I'm finished showing 
how Hand was killed, and why ... Well, | 
leave it to your imagination. Where do you 
think the chopping will start? With you? 
Somebody else? One of the generals you 
wrote letters to concerning Hand? Where 
will the axe fall first, Mr Beatty? You'd better 
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start figuring.” 

Slaignt paused, stopped pacing, and 
glared at William Beatty. He would get no 
answer. He didn't need one. The answer to 
his question was all over Beatty's face, a 
soft, doughy confection of every deal Beat- 
ty had ever made, every string he'd ever 
pulled, every career he'd either helped or 
destroyed 

“I'll be going now. Mr. Beatty. | see we've 
really got nothing to say to each other al this 
point. Maybe next week, when the fur be- 
gins to fly. Just remember this, Mr. Beatty, 
Your good friend David Hand his death 
came cheap. Just like every other poor 
SOB who gets fucked in the ass, one way or 
another, up here at West Point every day. 
But from this moment on, Mr. Beatty, il’s 
going to cost you. Hand was a bright. 
charming, pretty boy, like you said. The way 
you two got along he deserves better, 
don't you think?” 

Slaight walked out of the Eisenhower 
Suite, out of the hotel, toward the barracks 


° 


“He was a 
pretty boy, and his 
loss must 
have been 
expensive—for you.” 


be, 


William Beatty picked up the telephone 
and made several telephone calls, three to 
the Pentagon, and two local. His conversa- 
tions were brief. There was no time for elab- 
oration. It was over. 

The deputy secretary of defense started 
packing his bags. He would fly back to 
Washington that night. The next few days 
were going to be rough. There were so 
many pieces to be picked up ... so many 
moves to be made... so many debts to be 
called in. And now they were maneuvering 
defensively. They had to move fast 

Somehow. they had miscalculated 
Slaight knew. Beatty didn’t know how, and 
at this point, it didn’t really matter 


Slaight met with Superintendent Hedges 
the next day. 

He thought fast. He'd learned his lesson 
He'd paid his dues, The time had come for 
him to be the one making the deal. He held 
all the cards 

"| won't go public with this stuff on David 
Hand if you get me out of here free and 
clear. sir | want to be discharged trom the 
service. | don't want to graduate from West 
Point. | don't want to be an army officer.” 
The superintendent studied the cadet 


The deal had already gone down 

‘All right. I'll take care of it. Bul give me a 
few days. It's going to take me a while to get 
the paperwork through,” 

“In the meantime, sir | want to go on 
leave. I'm finished with West Point.” 

‘Done. I'll sign the leave papers myself 
Now, about your files 

"You can take my file box, sir. I's yours. 
But | must tell you I’m keeping copies of 
everything for my own protection. Youll 
have to take my word that | won't give them 
to the newspapers.” 

“I'll accept that.” 

The superintendent and the cadet 
walked down the stairs from the tower. 
Slaight picked up his short overcoat and 
hat. heading back to the barracks. It was 
almost 10:30. The guys in the company 
would be back from class 


They were waiting in his room when he got 
there, Lugar and Buck and Towne and even 
Bloomingburg. All the guys who knew what 
was happening. Kip. the company honor 
representative, walked in. They had their 
class shirts off. Somebody put a Buck 
Owens record on. Out in the hallway plebes 
could be heard delivering the mail, collect- 
ing the laundry. Somebody called one of 
them a dullard, and there was a resounding 
crack as the plebe snapped his heels to- 
gether and hit the wall, Another plebe 
spouted the menu for lunch; meat loaf. lima 
beans, mashed potatoes, sir. Things were 
returning to normal. 

The guys said it was all over the corps 
that morning: Brig Gen. Charles Sherrill 
Hedges and Commandant Col, Addison 
Thompson were leaving on special orders. 
Even Tactical Officer Maj. Nathan E. Grim- 
shaw and Third Regimental Commander 
Col. Phineas Terrance King were gone. 
back to the Big Red One in Nam. Their 
departures were greeted with typical cadet 
enthusiasm. Having Grimshaw and King 
out of the way was a “good deal.” 

Slaight told the guys in his room about 
meeting with the superintendent. He told 
them how the com had tried to pin the 
cover-up on the supe. He told them every- 
thing, Then he said he was leaving. No one 
spoke. Leroy Buck picked up the Times 
turning to the financial pages. Lugar pulled 
his Brown Boy around his shoulders, 

The whole room looked up in unison 
when First Capt. Pete Locke walked in and 
broke the silence 

"The supe tells me you're resigning 
Slaight. I've just come from his office. He 
told me everything. Listen, man. You can't 
do that. We need you, Slaight You're like a 
symbol that the. ..ah... system works, You 
know?” 

“Yeah,” said Slaight. “| know what you 
medn 

“l've got real problems with our class- 
mates over in the Fourth Regiment. I've 
been told you know about them.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Well? You gonna stay? Those guys over 
there look up to you, Slaight. Guys you don't 
even know. They've been watching you 


watching to see what happened to you 

Yeah." It was John Lugar. He was stand- 
ing, facing Slaight. "If you leave now. it’s like 

- it's like saying they beat you, Slaight. It's 
like giving up. You won, man. You've got to 
stay. What good is everything that hap 
pened to you, that happened to us, man, if 
you take a walk? 


Slaight was sitting behind his desk, toy 


ng with a row of pencils, moving one over 
the other in hopscotch fashion, avoiding 
the eyes around him, Leroy Buck aside 
the Times. flipping a lock of blond hair out 
of his eyes 


k, Look around this 
here room." Buck's southern accent 


aight. you fuck 


warmed the air. He pointed to the file | 
cabinets and of poops and 
magazines and newspe > room 
was truly a headquarters, Slaight it atural 


commander. The presence of the f 
ain, Pete Locke 


You t gonna up and leave this shit 


is testimony to that 


Slaight? Dontcha see there's still shit to do? 
C'mon, man. You leave now, and they won 
Leavin’ like this goddamn-goddamr 


you re lettir em win, Slaight. You can't do 


that 


aight looked around the room. They 
all watching him, and they were right 
S copping out. He was a leader, a 


1 leader. The day he decided to 
get to the bottom of the David Hand case 
he had created an issue. It was as if he'd 
held aloft a quidon, and they had followed 


al-bo 


hin. Now that he'd gotten to the bottom of it 
; telling them that it hadn't been 
telling them something 


else, asecret he'd kept from them and from 
himself the whole time. Without saying it 
he was hinting at his ambivalence 
it his ability to lead. He was afraid of it 
at the same time it turned him on. The death 
f David Hand had caused him to catc 


IME f his strength For a long time he 
hac an. enormous satisfaction from 
t nfluence others. He thought 
he 2w most of the components of power 


all of its dimensions. But now he knew 


something 


out that power he hadn't 
known before. and he knew he had to tell 
his friends about it 

The thing was never winning or losing 
Buck, Not really, The thing was des 
to test the system. Did the fuckin 
work? It was part of playing the game 


stem 


Yeah. They never got me, man. I'm leav- 
ng but l'm leaving onmy terms. | made the 
Jeal. You understand that? 

You guys wanna accuse me of getting 
jut when the getting is good? You've got 
me. I've got no excuse. I'm doing it. But we 
all Know how much the old West Point ‘No 


excl line is worth. It's supposed to 


work for plebes, but, hell, it didn’t even 
back then.” Leroy Buck chuckled: then 
eryone laughed. recalling some pri 
plebe experience, when “no excus 


proved itself inadequate as an exct 
plebe materialized at the door with a de 
Cokes. Somebody gave him a couple of 


dollars, and he left. Guys slurped thirstily 
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from paper cups, 

“You guys have got to understand that it 
wasn't easy for me to decide to leave West 
Point.” The room fell silent. Straws stood at 
attention in half-empty cups. 

“Breaking that commitment, the -com- 
mitment you make the first day of Beast... 
it was tough. But when you come right 
down to it, the issue was never who was 
gonna win, who was gonna lose. The issue 
wasn't whether or not I'd stay, either The 
issue wasn't even David Hand. The issue 
was West Point. | had to make up my mind 
about West Point, and | did. | don't belong 
here, But | owe West Point one hell of a big 
debt 

“Look. The system says, way down 
deep, either you join up or you die. That's 
the nut of truth inside the fuckin’ combat 
example they're always talking about. Well, 
the way | figure it, Hand never joined up, 
and he died. The thing | learned these past 
few months is that | never really joined up, 
either. And | don’t want to die. What I'm 
saying is this: the system works. West Point 
is right.” 

John Lugar walked across the room and 
stood in front of Slaight. His powerfully built 
wrestler’'s body bulged beneath his 
laundry-wracked, tattered T-shirt 

“What are you saying, Slaight? You're too 
fuckin’ smart to try and pass gas. That 
you're chickenshit? Every guy in this room 
knows that. So what do you mean, saying 
the system works? You're not making any 
sense, at least not to me." Heads around 
the room nodded assent. Slaight walked 
around John Lugar and began pacing the 
length of the room. Sweat poured from his 
armpits, and his head ached. 

"The thing was always West Point. guys. 
You're asking me what | mean when | say 
the system works. Okay. West Point will sur- 
vive. That's what | mean. The institution will 
survive; that's what | mean when | say it 
works. It's the nature, the fuckin’ job of 
places like West Point. to survive, to go 
forward. We use the word system too 
loosely You've got to stop thinking of West 
Point as a machine and start thinking of it 
as a living thing, alive. Living things repro- 
duce themselves. That's the way they sur 
vive. If they didn't. they'd be extinct. The 
system works because we're the system, 
man. We used to be kids, Civilians. Now 
we're cadets. In June we'll be officers... | 
mean, you'll be officers. Grads, West Point- 
ers. In July it'll start all over again. Another 
bunch of plebes, another Beast Barracks, 
another year, another class of grads. It 
gives birth. It's alive. 

“Maybe it's right that West Point should 
survive this shit. | mean, look at the fuckers 
who were involved. A psychopath. A 
paranoid. A secret Nazi. A closet queen 
with connections that reach the highest 
levels of the military and civilian establish- 
ments in this country. West Point was right: 
the system worked, because that crew 
didn't count on guys like us, guys who were 
willing to pay the price The fuckers who 
had power had jt so long they forgot power 
is earned. Those fuckers ... they made the 
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fatal mistake. It's a mistake that was just 
sitting there waiting for them, like a pothole 
in a road, The oldest in the book. They 
forgot power is a privilege, bestowed upon 
those who earn it. and began thinking of 
power as a right.” 

“What about David Hand?" It was Pete 
Locke, first captain, standing over near the 
door, arms folded across the breast of his 
dress gray jacket. "How does he fit in?” 

“Hand was murdered in the West Puirt 
way. Hand was the enemy. The guy who 
killed him was killing his enemy, the faggot 
in him. Trouble was West Point does not 
allow for the possibility that the enemy is 
you. 

The record changer clicked, and a Marty 
Robbins album plonked onto the turntable 
Nashville crooning eased gently from the 
speakers in the corners. taking the edge 
from Slaight's tirade. Slaight was omitting 
the part that hurt, the part about himself, 
and they knew it 

“How ‘bout Hand, Slaight?” Leroy Buck 


® 


“Let's go public. 
You wanna call me a faggot? 
Okay, but you 
do it outside, where 
people can 
hear it. Inside West Point 
it doesn't count!” 


? 


asked. “You still ain't said nothing ‘bout 
Hand." 

Slaight froze. Leroy Buck had fixed him 
with a stare, a look that was four years old 
The cadet look. 

"In Hand, the cadet drive ran deeper. 
Hand was such a good cadet... you know, 
he just had it down... he got bored, and he 
began testing the system. | have an idea 
Hand was such a good cadet because...” 
Slaight stared out the window. “Because he 
was a fag. He was already a plebe before 
he got here, if you get what | mean, That's 
why he had it knocked,” 

‘Are you saying fags make better cadets, 
Slaight? Or that being a cadet is faggy?" 
John Lugar asked the question. The rest of 
the guys appeared to be studying the bot- 
toms of their empty Coke cups with unusual 
interest. 

“All I'm saying is, Hand understood 
something about what goes on here at 
West Point that we didn’t understand. | 
didn't understand it until now. Hand bucked 
the system, and he enjoyed it. He thrived on 
it. He loved it.” 

Leroy Buck looked up. "Yeah," he 
drawled. “You could fuckin'-A say that 
again." The room fell silent. Marty Robbins 


was singing about trains and love gone 
wrong, an embrace of musical subject mat- 
ter only country and western singers had 
the balls, or bad taste, to assault. Slaight 
had no idea why, but it worked. 

“Well, | did, too, goddamnit.” said Slaight. 
Fvery head in the room turned to face him. 
He was standing by the window, leaning 
against a file cabinet. 

“I've bucked the system one way or 
another for three and a half years, but tt 
wasn’t until this Hand thing that | discov- 
ered how much | liked it. | fuckin’ loved it, 
just like Hand. Me and him were the same, 
that way. | knew it back in Beast last year, 
but I'd never admit it to myself.” 

Leroy Buck put a Tammy Wynette record 
on the stereo. “Stand by Your Man." He sat 
down on the bed and whistled that soft 
whistle of his, through his teeth 

“The thing that got tome... Christ, this is 
tough. It bothered me when | knew, down 
deep, how much Hand and | were alike 
The other thing that really got me was, the 
more | fought the system the more | 
became like it. The process was absorp- 
tive, Your couldn't get away from it. be- 
cause after a while it surrounded you, and 
you were inside it. You become the thing 
you're struggling against. | saw it first in 
Hand, when | began to find out more and 
more about him, At first, | thought he didn't 
fit in. Then | realized he did. By the time he 
died, Hand had become part of the sys- 
tem." 

Guys were studying their fingernails. 
playing with their shoelaces, polishing their 
belt buckles with their shirttails. They were 
listening, but they consciously avoided 
Slaight's gaze. Everyone except John 
Lugar. He spoke, his voice low, tinged with 
carbon steel. 

“Enough of this shit about Hand and 
West Point and the system, Slaight. What 
about you? How come you're taking a 
walk?” 

“When | figured | was getting my kicks 
the same way as Hand was. | decided It 
was time to cash my check, | never told you 
guys, because .,." Slaight stopped and 
looked around the room. "Because if | had, 
I'd have had to tell you why. | couldn't tell 
you how much of myself I'd seen in Hand | 
didn't want you guys knowing | was com- 
paring myself to a fag. 

"There's something else, too,” said 
Slaight, choosing his words carefully, “You 
guys all know me. I've always been kind of 
an underground leader. I've enjoyed the 
combative feel of it, staying just out of sight 
but still whipping it on ‘em anytime | felt the 
urge. Then this Hand thing forced me out in 
the open, and | was really tested for the first 
time. | found out | was goad. It made me 
nervous ... scared the shit out of me.” 
Lugar looked up, startled 

“How come?" 

“Because | knew then | believed the 
bullshit. You know. We're always joking 
around. Who believes this bullshit, anyway, 
the party-line crap they're continually feed- 
ing us? Punching each other in the arm 
during lectures, when some air corps major 


gets up there on the stage, and he’s having 
an orgasm about his gunship. his fuckin 
mini-guns and his twenty millimeters and 
his recon-by-fire and all that shit. It's a gas 
night?” Lugar nodded, and a couple of 
guys chuckled at the memory. 

But there's a bottom line to the bullshit 
and the bottom line says we're better than 
the rest of them. We're special We're being 
let inon The Secret. | found my own private 
version of that bottom line and discovered 
they're right. | am special. | am better It 
bothered me. But it isn't what scared me 

Slaight had captured their attention 
again, every one of them, as he usually did 
when he turned it on, clipped an edge on 
his voice, widened his eyes and lita tiny fire 
n them, moved his hands expertly, like a 
pianist's, touching the keys of control, He 
had them now, and he kept it up. He wanted 
them to remember every syllable he ut 
tered. He had the power, and one last time 
he'd exercise it, touch them with invisible 
brushstrokes of color change them 

Hell, believing the bullshit is okay Every 
goddamn place pushes one version or 


another Up at Harvard. they think an | 


MBA. is a masler key to the safe-deposit 
vault in the Chase Manhattan main branch 
Fuck. The secrets of clubs at Yale like Sk 
and Bones are darker than the cracks in 
side King Tut's tomb Laughter. They were 
rolling. Time to pull in the reins 

Once !'d accepted the fact | believed 


the bullshit, | started testing it, from bott 
ends, | tested the bullshit itself: are we bet 
ter? And | tested my belief in it. Fuckin'-A if 


the equation didn't balance! 

‘Once it balanced, | started fac toring ina 
new number. Down near the end, | was just 
firing blind. And it was clicking, like it was 
coming straight out of a field manual. But it 
wasn't. It was coming out of me. That's 
when | knew something West Point never 
prepared me for | was using power thal 


was coming from a place | didn't know 
about. someplace .. . outside of me_| didn't 
understand it: thus | couldn't control it, Ey 
erything at West Point isso goddamn ratic 

nal its so controlled, You depend on it, [his 


feeling of power that came from nowhere. it 
was Crazy. | guess it controlled me. The only 
time | ever felt anything like it was last yea 
in Beast, when Hand was in my squad. He 
had it. You could fuckin’ see it” Their eyec 
remained fixed on Slaight as he wound 
down. striking them with the name, Hand 
like an uppercut to tk 


the room winded, a 


solar plexus, leaving 


Jum sucking arr 


Goddamn. goddamn ud Leroy 
Buck, breaking the silerice, attesting to the 
veracity of Slaight’s description of Hand 


He changed the record. Johnny Cash sang 
‘Orangeblossom Special.” Buck whistled 
along with the tune through his teeth 

West fuckin’ Point,” said Buck. He blew 
that whistle of his. “Slaight, you know 
somethin’? You as gray as that fuckin’ area 


out there. You go ahead and be a goddamr 
eiwillan, and you'll still be a gray son of a 
bitch, Slaight, just as gray as them fuckin 
trou you wearin’, gray as your T-shirt, gray 
as fuckin’ dress gray, Slaight." O+-q 
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LUBRICATED PROPHYLACTIC® 


Mother Nature made love one 
of her most joyous and tender 
moments. And in keeping with 
that spirit, we made Fourex 
Natural Skins the most natural 
contraceptive you can buy. 
You see, Fourex is a natural 
tissue membrane with the 
texture and sensitivity of soft 
skin. They're so sensitive that 
every nuance of your natural 
warmth is communicated. 
And they're lubricated in such 
a way as to enhance that 
sensitivity. Fourex Natural 
Skins are available in the 
unique blue capsule or, if you 
prefer, rolled in the convenient 
foil pack. 

Take your pleasure. 


Void where prohibited by law 


FOUREX XXXX 


Sold in Drugstores. 
Manufactured by Schmid Products Co. 
Little Falls, New Jersey 07424 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 38 


grabbed it himself and shoved it down my 
throat. All the while he kept telling me how 
good it felt. When he had come, he pulled 
me on top of him and rubbed my clit with his 
still hot cock till | exploded 

This morning, as | look into my little girl's 
eyes, | think of my lover, husband, and 
friend, and | can't wait till he comes home 
so | can fuck him. | say three cheers for 
monogamy mania! —A.D, 


Your response to C.J.L. in the September 
1978 Penthouse prompted me to write. You 
see, my husband and | are happily married 
sex maniacs, ready to come out of the 
closet. Louis and | can never get enough of 
each other We met at sixteen and found 
ourselves deeply committed even at that 
early age. After a normal, healthy dating 
period of about four years, we married, and 
we have been totally content with each 
other for thirteen years. Both virgins when 
we met, we proceeded slowly and sensu- 
ously to learn every technique and re- 
sponse our bodies were capable of. These 
feelings were further enhanced through the 
guidance of an excellent sex therapist. We 
have developed great trust and respect for 
one another, to the point that we now try to 
fulfill each other's fantasies and create 
constantly seductive, romantic environ- 
ments and experiences 

First of all, we are committed to total 
communication. We provide a great deal of 
time to talk and share with each other our 
innermost thoughts and daily activities. We 
seduce each other intellectually each eve 
ning. After our children have gone to bed, | 
take the time to shower, relax, dress pro- 
vocatively, smoke a bowl! of grass. and. fi- 
nally, emerge refreshed and eager for the 
evening. We often read sexy articles to one 
another, watch our X-rated movies, play a 
seductive game of pool, or dance provoca- 
tively, pausing to suck or caress each 
other's body. 

Louis and | know how to give each other 
pleasure, and we often feel we could pro- 
duce the most exciting porno movie ever 
made. (One particularly special fantasy of 
mine did come true when a dear friend 
stayed with us for the weekend. Lena con- 
fessed a bisexual interest, and after estab- 
lishing a flow of feelings and thoughts, we 
all proceeded to enjoy one another) 

| love Louis's body, mind, and cock 
Sucking and licking him sends us both to 
climax. My whole body quivers to his touch, 
and after seventeen years of exploration, 
he knows my body as no one else ever 
could. It is common for me to come through 
stimulation of my breasts, mouth, palms. or 
toes. We have a dildo, a trusty vibrator, an 
electric toothbrush, lots of scented oil, 
candles, silk sheets, water jets in the pool, 
water spray from the bathtub —the list goes 
on and on. We would never jeopardize our 
relationship with a frivolous affair. Where am 
| going to find a man who loves and re- 


spects me so absolutely and deeply? 

We do try to take regular days off without 
our two children to reexperience dating 
and keep our lives adventurous 
times, on such days, we will just stay home 
and enjoy our “den of delights” all after- 
noon 

By accepting one another's sexuality 
and reinforcing it, Louis and | have main- 
tained a beautiful thing. | hope there are 
others out there who can relate to this 
Tina 


Some- 


Yeah, me. Now, next time you write, give me 
your address, and maybe the three of us 
can get something going in your “den of 
delights 


COMING FIRE 
On occasion, my sperm seems to “burn’ 
my partner's vagina, | haven't been able to 
pin down any related cause, other than a 
possible upset stomach or a bad case of 
nerves. Could this be reason enough for my 
sperm to have an acid effect, or should | 
consult a doctor? 

| teach a self-awareness Class, which in 
some cases includes teaching women to 
feel and enjoy sex and reach repeated or- 
gasms, Until now | have dealt with many 
physical and mental problems that my 
pupils have—except for mine—but this 
personal difficulty is causing problems with 
several students. The teacher just isn't sup 
posed to have uncontrollable problems. It 
everything isn't perfect for my pupils, it 
makes my job even harder. What can | 
do?—M.R.L 


e 


See a doctor. | won't pretend to know about 
burning sperm. Some time ago | got a letter 
from a woman who complained that her 
lover's sperm gave her diarrhea when she 
swallowed it. | laughed the letter off as a 
prank and told the woman to stop treating 
sex as a running joke. Well. did | get letters 
from doctors who protested my advice! 
Seemingly, there is something chemical in 
sperm that can possibly cause diarrhea In 
certain, especially sensitive women. How 
the doctors complained! (At least, they 
said they were doctors.) 

Anyway, go see a doctor There could be 
something in your diet that causes your 
sperm to burn your girl friend’s vagina. | just 
hope it doesn't extinguish your desire for 
one another. 


CASTING A NEW ROLE 
| can never thank you enough for printing 
the letter from “Andrea” about plaster-of- 
Paris casts as sexual turn-ons, | feel as if a 
thousand-pound weight has been lifted off 
my back 

| have been irrationally, inexplicably at- 
tracted to women wearing casts for as long 
as | can remember, Even though | realize 
that my fetish is harmless, | have felt guilty 
about it for many years. | don't enjoy seeing 
anyone in physical pain, but a girl with her 
arm or leg in a plaster cast, particularly a 
thin cast covering the whole limb, gives me 
an immediate hard-on. | also like to see 


girls on crutches or with slings, but unless 
this is accompanied by a cast, it doesn’t 
arouse me. More than once, | have found 
myself with an embarrassing erection in 
public because | happened to catch a 
glimpse of an attractive girl with a fractured 
arm or leg 

The only person who knows how much 
girls with casts excite me is my wife, Vicki 
When | told her about it, it nearly broke up 
our marriage. | talked her into letting me put 
acast on her arr, using plaster bandages | 
purchased from a hospital supply service 
It was very easy to do, While the cast was 
drying, | took some photographs of Vicki 
who is usually a camera hog. But when | 
asked her to pose in various positions so 
that | could get good shots of the cast, Vicki 
became very upset, saying | was more in- 
terested in the cast than in her. This from a 
woman with a dozen corsets and dildos! 
At her insistence, | removed the cast 

! love Vicki, and | certainly don't want to 
leave her, but if she had Andrea's attitude | 
would be the happiest man on earth. The 
only time | have been tempted to be unfaith 
ful to Vicki was when | have met girls with 
broken bones, Last year | nearly went crazy 
with visual pleasure and physical frustra 
tion when one of my secretaries fractured 
her right leg above the knee and wore a full 
leg cast for seven months. Occasionally, | 
have been able to candidly photograph 
women wearing Casts, and | secretly mas- 
turbate while looking at them. Right now | 
am on vacation at the beach, and just yes 
terday | got a snapshot of a cute teenager 
in a skimpy bikini. She had casts on both 
arms, and | can hardly wait to get back 
home and get the pictures developed 

Even if | am not lucky enough to have a 
girllike Andrea who will wear a cast over the 
weekend to please her man, | at least know 
that | am not alone in my sex fantasy. —T.J 


Certainly not! But your wife's behavior dis- 
turds me, and | wouldn't give up on her 
negative attitude toward casts, Doesn't she 
have some little fetish that you can play on? 
| mean. dildos are a fetish The next time 
she wants to use one of them, you might try 
pointing out that she enjoys plastic more 
than she does you. | doubt that that's the 
case, but you might make your point about 
the casts, What's the Biblical line about 

no pur inltended—casting the first stone? 


HEAD PROBLEMS 

I've been chosen by a group of girls at 
school to write this letter, Our questions 
concern giving head: (1) Do all penises 
taste the same? (2) Do they all smell the 
same? (3) If a boy's semen is bitter-tasting 
is there anything he can do to sweeten it by 
changing his diet? (4) Is semen harmful to 
swallow, or are there any side effects? (5) Is 
it harmful to swallow the juices that come 
out of a woman's vagina? (6) Is it harmful for 
a girl to swallow another girl's secretions? 
We hope you can answer all our questions 
and give us some suggestions. —N.B.L 


Rule number one: no two penises are 
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See your strength 


GROWING 


day by day on the 
built-in patented 


POWERMETER 


Bullworker puts 


it all together 


SHOULDERS 


in only 
5minutes 
a day: 


“Looking for a fitness program that's fast, 
easy and gets results right away?,”’ asks 
fitness expert, Bob Breton. “Bullworker 
puts it all together. In just 5 minutes a 
day you can give your body a complete 
fitness workout: shoulders, back, arms, 
chest, abdomen and legs. 


It's fast: each exercise takes only 7 sec- 
onds, once a day. 


It's easy: any man between 15 and 65 in 
good general health can run through the 
whole program without getting tired. 


You can see your progress right from the 
very first day on the built-in Powermeter 
gauge. After two to three weeks of train- 
ing, most men can expect to measure an 
extra inch or two of muscles on their 
shoulders, chest and biceps—and an inch 
or two less flab around the middle. 


And that's just the start: there are spe- 
cialized exercises for building-up or trim- 
ming down any part of your body you 
want to. What's more, since Bullworker 
training is progressive, you perform bet- 
ter each time. Yet the training always 
seems easy since with every workout 
your strength increases by about 1%— 
that's an increase of up to 50% in the 
first three months. 


“| earn my living by keeping executives 
in top shape,” says Bob. ‘‘My customers 
want results and they want them fast. | 
recommend Bullworker for one reason 
only: because it's the most advanced fit- 
ness trainer on the market and you better 
believe it." 


To receive complete details about Bull- 
worker Fitness training, mail coupon for 
FREE BOOKLET today. No obligation, no 
salesman will visit. 
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IN THE 
JANUARY VIVA 


PAST-LIVES THERAPY A startling 
new kind of therapy suggests that 
reincarnation may be the key to your 
present-day understanding of your 
own psychological problems. By tak- 
ing patients back through their previ- 
ous incarnations, past-lives therapists 
reveal to them how former existences 
influence the emotions they experi- 
ence in this life. A fascinating account 
of a new kind of therapy that tells you 
who you might have been and how you 
might have lived. 


GENETIC MANIPULATION Surely, 
you've had sex without having chil- 
dren. How about having children with- 
out having sex? It's not so much fun 
perhaps, but certainly you can be as- 
sured of more reliable results. Buying 
babies in the supermarket may not be 
such a weird, futuristic vision. Viva's 
interview with genetic engineering ex- 
pert June Goodfield tells you every- 
thing you ever wanted to know about 
this issue. 


MARGOT KIDDER Superbeauty, 
superactress, and now supersidekick 
to the new Superman, Margot Kidder 
is playing Lois Lane to rave reviews. 
Viva's probing interview with Holly- 
wood's hottest new star takes you be- 
hind the scenes and into the life of this 
talented, ambitious woman. 


ABBIE HOFFMAN ON THE SEVEN- 
TIES The sixties' hero whois still on the 
lam has taken pen to hand to reveal his 
serious thoughts on this almost-ended 
decade. Witty, intelligent, and still out- 
rageous, Abbie has issued an exclu- 
sive communiqué on the seventies that 
is a must-read. 


PLUS New help from France for cellu- 
lite sufferers; an investigative article 
on the safety of ski lifts; the latest word 
on that white-hot rocker, Genya Raven; 
and a very challenging crossword 
puzzle from a star contributor to the 
New York Times. 


BPS is Pies 
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exactly alike. For this reason they taste and 
smell different. Although I've never actually 
conducted a study of the problem, it's also 
true that the taste of semen varies. If certain 
spices are eaten, you can be sure that the 
man’s semen will taste more spicy. Coffee 
tends to make it more bitter; sugar, more 
sweet. If you've read the rest of the letters in 
this column, you'll realize that some people 
do complain about bad side effects from 
eating sperm. Most of these effects are just 
in their head (and I'm not talking about their 
brand of fellatio, either) 

For the most part, | don't think you have 
anything to worry about. Giving head will 
not make you pregnant or cause your ap- 
pendix to burst. The samme goes for a wom- 
an's juices, and if it were harmful for one 
woman to eat another woman's pussy, I'd 
be dead by now. What question are you 
going to ask me next—whether finger- 
fucking yourself makes your nails drop off? 
Come on, girls! 


LADIES' NIGHT OUT TOGETHER 

I'm a freshman at a midwestern college in 
Indiana. Every Wednesday night is ladies’ 
night at our health spa, and | never miss a 
night. A few weeks ago | was swimming in 
the pool when | noticed that one of the girls, 
who looked to be about twenty-five, was 
staring at me. | pretended not to notice, but 
/ still felt very strange. 

Later, as | sat in the heated whirlpool, | 
saw the same girl walking in my direction. 
She came down the stairs, and since the 
whirlpool was crowded, she had to sit very 
close to me. | have shoulder-length brown 
hair with a thick bush to match (which my 
bikini did a poor job of covering). | have very 
large tits that | like to play with while finger- 
ing myself in the dark water of the whirlpool, 
but | dared not with the girl sitting so close 
to me. She had short blonde hair and equal- 
ly large tits, which, | noticed, were bobbing 
up and down in the swirling water. She 
smiled at me and told me that her name 
was Marie, but | couldn't concentrate on 
what she was saying because of the look 
on her face. She seemed to be staring right 
through my top. | sank farther down, so that 
the water was now up to my neck. 

Soon, we were the only ones left in the 
whirlpool. | was so nervous that | could fee! 
my legs trembling. | looked over at Marie, 
and saw that her hands were under her 
bikini top, gently rotating her swollen nip- 
ples. She then lifted one breast to her lips 
and tongued it as best she could. Stunned, 
| got up and went to the steam room. | was 
really shaking and couldn't understand 
why | felt so strange. A minute later | looked 
up and there was Marie 

As Marie walked toward me, | couldn't 
keep my eyes off her huge, bouncing tits 
She stopped in front of me and let her top 
down. Without saying a word, she sat down 
next to me and slipped one hand under my 
top and began to finger my nipple 
feverishly. | wanted to pull away and leave, 
but the way she was staring at me and the 
sensations | was feeling left me immobile. | 
leaned helplessly against the tiled wall 


For “where to buy” information on fashions 
shown on pages 138-141, contact these 
manufacturers. 


DON ROBBIE SHIRTS 
1271 Avenue of the Americas 
New York, N.Y. 10020 (212) 765-7000 


PIERRE CARDIN RELAX by EAGLE 
SHIRTMAKERS. 

1290 Avenue of the Americas 

New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 245-5600 


PINO GIARDINI for CARINA NUCCI 
1073 Third Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10021 (212) 688-6826 


STEVEN BRESCIA for ZAZU 
INTERNATIONAL 

40 West Fifty-fifth Street 

New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 765-8455 


CAMOUFLAGE CLOTHING 
141 Eighth Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10011 (212) 741-9118 


ICE by BLYE, LTD. 
40 West Fifty-fifth Street 
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 892-4700 


ALB, ARDEN 
40 West Fifty-fifth Street 
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 581-4179 


VITTORIO RICCI SHOES 
1019 Third Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10021 (212) 355-3377 


JOHN HENRY 
1271 Avenue of the Americas 
New York, N.Y. 10020 (212) CO5-3700 


GEORGETTE GHICA, LTD. 
41 West Fifty-seventh Street 
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 223-0371 


DAVID LEONG for GEORGE G, GRAHAM 
40 West Fifty-fifth Street 
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 582-7750 


MARK BIRNBAUM for CARARA 
40 West Thirty-seventh Street 
New York, N.Y. 10018 (212) 695-6678 


DAKS 
1290 Avenue of the Americas 
New York, N.Y. 10019 (212) 581-1730 


LA BAGAGERIE 
727 Madison Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10021 (212) 758-6570 


UNIQUE CLOTHING WAREHOUSE CO. 
1441 Broadway 
New York, N.Y. 10018 (212) 221-6910 


MICHEL CRAVAT 
40 East Thirty-fourth Street 
New York, N.Y. 10001 (212) 689-6033 
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“EXPLORES THE DEPTHS OF 
EVERY EROTIC FANTASY 
KNOWN.T0 MANKIND!” 


Erica Eaton/FEMALE FORUM 


“THE ULTIMATE MALE 
FANTASY! tom seisgsncatiirr Maca 


WINNER OFS © amas 


FP MPH non HUSTLER 


5 ‘EROTICA’ AWARD 


Plus many more of our XXX rated first class productions. 


QUALITY GUARANTEED 


Order today our TELE-CINE X-rated Video Catalog No. 1, a two-hour video cassette 
of the best excerpts from the above features to help you select the ultimate for your 
viewing pleasure. Only $49.95 including printed catalog. Use your Visa, BankAmericard 
or Master Charge. Descriptive printed catalog available for $1.00, refundable upon first 


purchase. ORDER TOLL FREE 800-227-3248 o, (415)673-4320 


(toll free from anywhere in the USA except California, Alaska & Hawaii) 


PLUS!!! for G, PG & R rated films ask for 
our TELE-CINE Video Catalog No. 2 for an 
exciting line of first-run movies like . . . 


Call us for best prices on 
) RCA, Panasonic, MGA, 
Toshiba and Sanyo Video 


“JACQUELINE BISSET IS tape recorders. 
MORE STUNNING IN 
‘SECRETS’ THAN IN THE 
“GREEK TYCOON WHICH 
HARDLY SEEMS POSSIBLE. 
NOT ONLY IS LA BISSET 
RAVISHING IN ‘SECRETS’, 
SHE IS ALSO NUDE...” 


— Bill Van Maurer, Miami News 
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PROBLEMS IN SEX? 
GETWHATEVERY MAN NEEDS 


WITH FANTASTIC PLACEBO SEX AIDS 


Do You Need Help? 
INSTANT ERECTION CREAM 
Create a New Dimension of Sexual Delight 


Complete Control For The Over Eager Male 
STA-POWER SPRAY 
Now You Can Go On and On and On 


Does early climax stop many exciting moments of 
sexual intercourse? This is a common problem that 
Sta-Power will help you with, Sta-Power Spray 
contains benzocaine and is three times stronger 
than our cream. It is a safe, proven, scientitic 
compound that can be sprayed directly on the 
penis without the knowledge of your partner. It 
will help you delay your climax in order to 
Coincide with that of your partner. You will feel 
and appreciate the improvement the very first time 
That you use it, 


STA-POWER SPRAY $6.95 


——————— 
For A Better Erection That Will Astoun 
You And Delight Your Partner 

ERECTION PILLS 

Results Are Immediate and Long Lasting 
Don't leave ner unsatisfied. Erection Pills can make 
even the limpest of men powerful, Give ner what 
She's craving. Be the big man you alv.ays wanted to 
be. This preparation is a must for those of you who 
are having difficulties in Obtaining and maintaining 
2 fulfilling erection, Instant action guaranteed. 
Your money back if not completely satisfied, 


ERECTION PILLS $6.95 


Not Getting It Up Lately? 

STA-POWER PILLS 

For A Terrific Rise — Erection Supreme 

Has a stimulating power. Ideal for a bailing hot 
time. Will enable you to go On and on and on. 
What more can we say than is already said by tne 
name of this fine preparation, Effects will last for 
hours, Also ideal for turning her on. This pill will 
do everything we say it will or your money will be 
immediately refunded. This pill can be mixed in 
any type of drink, 


STA-POWER PILLS $5.95 


Instant Erection Oil is scientifically formulated to 
heip you get an instant erection when rubbed on 
the head of the penis, It is skillfully compounded 
into a sensuous true fruit flavored oil base. When 
rubbed briskly onto the head and shaft of the 
penis, it causes a flow of blood to rush into the 
penis, giving you an instant erection. Not only 
should it give an instant erection, it should cause 
the penis to get harder and larger for a prolonged 
period of time. Like the Instant Erection Cream, 
this new and amazing product is for men who have 
tried everything else and have no luck. No longer 
need you let the best of joys that life has to offer 
pass you by, With this fantastic product you too 
can Now stand up and be counted. You owe it to 
yourself to try some today. 


CREAM $6.95 


——— 
Guaranteed To Make Her Hot 
IMITATION SPANISH FLY & GINSENG 
Do You Measure Up? You Can. 
Unbelievable in Their Effect. 
Ginseng is a plant which is chiefly grown in the Far 
st. especially in China. The Chinese have used it 
aphrodisiac tor over 1,000 yi Ginseng nas 
ed into t ited States 
Legendary writings say 
is highty ffective in awakening and 
producing sexual desires in men and women alike. 
We have added our imitation Spanish Fly to the 
Ginseng to make it work faster and lounger. We have 
also made it easier and more pleasant to take now, 
in a capsule, We are making it available to you, thé 
public, at a price you can afford. if you need 
Ginseng you cannot afford to be without it. 
Ginseng is sometimes “The Turn-On Root™. 
To quote S. Steingold' if you think you naw 
been turned on before y in't seen nothing yet". 
Try our Ginseng with Spanish Fly Capsules and 
find out what he means. Can be em, tied and 
mixed into any drink, 


24 TABLETS $8.95 


POTENT PHARMACEUTICAL PRODUCTS, INC. cept. »-179 
P.O. Box 535 Cooper Station New York, N.Y.10003 
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able in black red, kelly green or royal blue. 


while Marie continued playing with me. We 
then went to a private dressing room. 

As soon as she shut the door, she started 
kissing me, her tongue darting in and out of 
my mouth. Her hand was busy rubbing 
back and forth across my crotch while | 
rubbed her tits . We finally stripped off our 
bikinis, and | sat down on one of the car- 
peted benches. Marie knelt in front of me 
and gently spread my legs. | coudn't help 
spreading my legs farther. She spread my 
lips and started licking and sucking with 
evident relish. | pushed my pelvis forward 
and pressed her face deeper into my 
pussy while | begged her to suck harder. 
This really turned her on, as she began to 
pinch my nipples. | was coming uncontrol- 
lably and told her so. Marie then dragged 
me onto the floor with her and, holding her 
breasts, rubbed her nipples over my clit 
She then asked me if | would please eat her. 
Before | could answer, she sat on my face, 
grinding her pussy back and forth. She 
really did taste good, and | licked and 
sucked like a pro. 

Meanwhile, Marie was screaming dirty 
things like, “Eat me, you bitch!” and “Suck 
my juices!" | didn't ever want to stop eating 
her, but she got off my face and started 
rubbing her tits against mine. She then told 
me to beg her to fuck me. | didn't have to be 
told twice. She took a large dildo out of her 
athletic bag and tied it securely on. Then 
she got on top of me and began fucking me 
like a man. That dildo must have been at 
least eight inches long, and | started hav- 
ing orgasms that didn't stop. Marie seemed 
to get pleasure out of hearing my moans, 
because she stopped screwing and turned 
me over on my hands and knees. | lifted my 
ass up, and the dildo penetrated me again 
Marie had one finger up my ass and her 
other hand on my swinging tits. | reached 
behind and fingered her pussy until she 
made one final thrust. | could feel her juices 
coating my fingers, and | removed them 
and licked them clean. We stayed in this 
position for a couple of minutes while she 
whispered all kinds of exciting things to 
me. 

My problem is that I have a boyfriend who 
thinks I'm straight, and | really love him. But 
every Wednesday | go to the spa, and 
Marie and | fuck and suck ourselves silly. | 
don't really love Marie, just the way she 
makes love, and | find that | think about 
what she does to me even while my boy- 
friend is screwing me. | don't know what to 
do. Do you think | should ask him to join 
Marie and me for a threesome? Please 
advise. —WM. 


| really don't see what the fuss is about. If 
you and your boyfriend have a healthy rela- 
tionship, why not sound him out about the 
idea of introducing a third person into your 
lovemaking? First make sure that Marie 
would be amenable to such an arrange- 
ment. Obviously, she is giving you some- 
thing you just can't get from your boyfriend. 
You might find out that the idea of another 
woman in bed with the two of you is a secret 
desire of his as well. O+—, 


Jojoba Extract. A cleaner 
Scalp could be the answer 
to your hair loss problem. 


p Ped, You're losing your hair! And there doesn’t seem to 
y/ J OM be athing you can do. You've tried every shampoo you could find. Every 
cream, Every ointment. Still, each morning more hair adheres to your 
comb. So let's start at the beginning and define the problem. 

When the rate of hair loss exceeds the rate of regrowth —baldness 
is the result. A moderate daily loss of hair is natural, even healthy, but the 
experts say that if you are losing more than 100 hairs per day you are losing 
more hair than you are regenerating. The end result is balding, and the 
issue now becomes one of cause and cure. 

Excess sebum can cause hair loss and slowed regeneration. Your 

scalp could be killing your hair. Choking it to death, This is because the 

sebaceous glands of the scalp can excrete too much of a fatty substance known 
as sebum. Excess sebum tends to accumulate, then harden around the hair 
follicles beneath the scalp, clogging the follicle and generally inhibiting the 
normal growth and regenerative actions of the hair. And that's the begin- 
ning of baldness! The problem then becomesa matter of deeply pene- 

trating beneath the scalp to remove the sebum that is responsible for 
accelerated hair loss. 

Jojoba is the answer to your hair loss problems! 
Jojoba Extract isthe scalp conditioner that attacks 
your hair loss problem where it starts. How cana scalp 
conditioner do more than a hair conditioner? Indepen- 
dent tests in Mexico and the United States proved 
conclusively that jojoba (taken from the jojoba 
plant) is better than even the best of medicated 
shampoos and safely fights hair loss by removing 
the crusted sebum from the hair follicles. It cleans 
deep without drying the hair and also helps control 
dandruff with regular use. And because it is a 
natural substance, jojoba is as safe as it is effective. 

Jojoba Extract attacks, loosens, and suspends 
hardened growth-inhibiting sebum deposits from 
the hair follicles beneath your scalp. A quick 
rinse and light shampoo later and jojoba will 
have literally wiped out the problem. 

Jojoba Extract controls the pH of your 
scalp. Besides cleaning the scalp of embedded 
sebum, jojoba has the effect of actually making 
the scalp less acid, therefore the rate at which 
new sebum is excreted is lowered and this helps 
your scalp stay deposit free longer! 

With Jojoba Extract your hair follicles will 
be open to grow and regenerate at their normal 
healthy rate. The sebum —founded inevitability of 
balding is gone as long as jojoba is around to com- 
bat the problem! 

Satisfied customers testify to Jojoba 
Extract’s effectiveness! Just read what a few of 
our customers have to say about Jojoba Extract: 


Rush me my jar(s) of Jojoba Extract at $9.95 each plus 
$1.00 shipping. I have enclosed 
check O money order 


Charge to my Master Charge Acct. # 
VISA Acct. # 
Carte Blanche Acct. # 


“My hair has never felt this clean or looked 
this lustrous...” 


J.P., Dallas, Texas 


i Elia? Sas Se Sa SES ee ee ae sea | 


Card expiration date ri 
i “Thanks for Jojoba Extract; my hair used to 
Name H come out in clumps on my comb —especially after 
H washing! —and nothing worked until I tried your 
Address Apt. # ; Jojoba Extract. Now my hair isn’t falling out, and 
City Sears Zip 1 it looks better than it has in years!" 
- 1 S.T., Peoria, Illinois 
Mail to: STANDARD RESEARCHLABS H 
P.O, Box 9667 i “Jojoba works great, I've stopped losing hair, 
Fe: Lacatecdate: Fictide33310 H ny dendruffheaclesred up, and I havea thick head 
of hair once again’ 
A product of STANDARD RESEARCH LABS. Bere i : ye J., Atlanta, Georgia 
H AF . 
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CRATEFUL TO SUCH A 
BENEFACTOR ViLL BEL 


/IM MY DADDY'S DAUGHTER 
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COUNTERFEIT GUNS; 


FULL SIZE PRECISION-TOOLED METAL MODELS 
DISASSEMBLE 
LIKE 
ORIGINALS 


6 ‘gina 
DELIVERED FULLY 


SATISFACTION GUAR 
06. 


1851 CIVIL WAR NAVY 
MODEL R400... 


... $49.95 


CREDIT CARD ORDERS: 
CALL TOLL FREE (ORDERS ONLY) 


“800-336-4670 


IN VIRGINIA CALL: ] 


703-549-0772 | 


GERMAN “P-08" 
MODEL R200. 


FULLY 
ASSEMBLED 


$47. 


800 SLATERS LANE 
BOX 1061, Dept. PH-019 
\LEXANDRIA, VIRGINIA 22313 
Please send following: LISEND FREE CATALOG 
| R300 [| R400 [-} R401 [-} R100 [_) R108 | |R200 
[MONEY ORDER 
CHARGE TO: BAC 


ITY/STATE/ZIP 


PINAUD: 


MOUSTACHE WAX 


FOR THE MAN WHO REALLY CARES! 
A must for styling, grooming and 
temporary color touch-ups, for 
moustaches, beards and 

sideburns. 


3 


1 'PINAUD 529 5th Ave., New York, N.Y. {oor E 


FREE! introductory size Lilac 
Vegetal After Shave Lotion with 
Pinaud Moustache Wax plus 
styling comb/brush, Only 

$2.00 postpaid. 


8 Please send sets of Pinaud Special 
© Offer ot $2.00 per set. No C.O.D.'s 
"Check shade(s): Chestnut Brown > 
1 Neutral (White Blonde() Black) @ 
a Name 

' Address 

1 City. State Zip 
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STACKED DECK 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 125, 


the plates and the diaphragm cause the 
diaphragm to vibrate in a pistonlike man- 
ner, producing sound waves. The chief ad- 
vantage of electrostatic headphones is 
their linearity of frequency. 

Most electrostatic headphones, however 
need an external source of power to keep 
the diaphragm charged with a static field 
Koss’s ESP-10's have eliminated the need 
for an external power supply, and Koss now 
holds a patent on the self-energized elec- 
trostatic headphone. 

Dynamic-design headphones operate 
very much like traditional loudspeakers, A 
lightweight voice coil is attached to one 
side of a miniature cone or diaphragm, The 
coil is suspended in a magnetic field, and 
when a musical signal flows through its 
windings, the diaphragm vibrates in ac- 
cordance with the changing polarities. Sur- 
rounding the driver itself are ear cushions 
which form an airtight seal as they press 
against the head. Such a sealed design is 
very good for bass response, but some 
people object to the isolation from outside 
sounds 

Many headphones today are con- 
structed without airtight cushions. Though 
these lack some of the heavy bass re- 
sponse of the sealed-cup design, one can 
listen to the music as well as hear important 
outside sounds. Both Sennheiser and 
Revox have opted for this design in their 
headphones, with little if any sacrifice in 
frequency response. Sennheiser’s Model 
HD-424 headphones boast a frequency 
range of 15-20.000 Hz and weigh in at just 
six ounces without cord. Revox's RH-31s 
also claim extended frequency response 
with very light weight 

Both Technics and Bang & Olufsen are 
pursuing a hybrid approach to the design 
of their headphones, combining aspects of 
both dynamic and electrostatic drivers. In 
Technics’ Model EAH-830, a photo-etched 
aluminum voice coil is laminated to an ultra- 
thin polyester diaphragm, When current is 
applied to the voice coil, a uniform drive 
force is distributed across the entire radiat- 
ing surface of the diaphragm. causing it to 
vibrate in phase throughout the audible 
frequency range 

Bang & Olufsen's Model U-70 head- 
phones employ a voice-coil arrangement 
similar to that of the Technics unit. Great 
care has also been applied to the U-70's 
comfort when worn. A head control permits 
the user to adjust a wide inner headband to 
fit his head shape and size. Also, an ear 
control is provided that allows for exact ad- 
justment of each ear cushion both horizon- 
tally and vertically. 

As with the purchase of loudspeakers 
headphone selection is a personal, listen- 
ing-based choice. Use the same criteria 
you would apply to loudspeakers when you 
audition a headphone—adequate volume 
levels and freedom from muddiness and 


distortion. O+-q 


MEDICAL 
BREAKTHROUGH 
IN HAIR REPLACEMENT 


Now, with our special cosmetic 
medical implant technique, you 
can have a full head of hair in just 
a few hours. It’s performed by 
qualified medical doctors. It is 
not a hair transplant, hair-weave 
or toupee. It is a method by which 
hair is surgically attached to your 
scalp. You'll look younger and 
even feel younger! You can swim, 
participate in sports, and even 
make love without fear of embar- 
rassment. 


BEFORE 


For further information concerning this process. ..contact: 


HAIR DIMENSIONS™ by 
YOUR HAIR, INC. 


245 East 63rd St., N.Y. 10021 


A (212) 751-1740 
INTRODUCING THE 
FIRST STUDDED CONDOM, 
UGH RIDER? 


a4 
a4 

a4 
‘ 


‘The first and 
only condom cov- 
ered from head to 
shaft with 468 raised 
Pleasure Studs. 4 

‘Women experience deep, 
throbbing sensations, much 
stronger than regular textured condoms. 

Yet, with Rough Rider, a man gives up nothing. 
Its super-sensitive latex lets him feel all her pleasure. 

And it’s lubricated silky-smooth with warm, 
dry SK-70" silicone. Send for your order today. 


Order Rough Rider Now! Take advantage of (his sensuous offer. 
A-7' vibrator, retail value of $5.00 for only $1.00 with each order. 
Stamford Hygienic Corp. Dept. PH-56 

14 Manhattan Street, Stamford, Conn. 06904 

(C12 Rough Rider Condoms $4. All assortments include 
CO 22 Assorted Condoms $5. Rough Rider, Stimula. 

(J 50 Deluxe Assortment $10. Nuda, Hugger, Tahiti, etc. 
(120 Super Deluxe Assortment $20. C1 Vibrator Offer. $1.00 


Check Cash Money Order 
Bank Americard (VISA) Master Charge 
a Exp. Date. 

($10 minimum on charge cards) 

Signature 
Name i - = 
Address —_ SS 
city = State 


Free catalog with order ©1978 Stamford Hygienic Corp. 
Money Back guarantee. Orders shipped in discreet packages. 


WHAT YOU WANT TO WATCH 


WHEN YOU WANT TO WATCH IT! 


FULL LENGTH, UNCUT VIDEO CASSETTES 


Academy Award Winner 
Madame Rosa 


The Agony and the Ecstasy 
Anastasia 

The Bandito 

Beneath the Planet of the Apes 
The Bible 

Blue Hawaii 

The Boston Strangler 

Boy On A Dolphin 

Bus Stop 

Can-Can 

Carmen Jones 

The Chaplin Review 

The Circus 

City Lights 

Cleopatra 

The Day The Earth Stood Still 
Deputy Dawg 

The Detective 

The Desert Fox 

Doctor Dolittle 

A Dog's Life 

A Day’s Pleasure 

Fanny Hill vs. Lady Chatterly 
A Farewell To Arms 
Fantastic Voyage 

The French Connection 

From The Terrace 

Fun In Acapulco 

Gentlemen Prefer Blondes 


Deep Throat 

Devil In Miss Jones 
Wet Rainbow 

Baby Face 


$39.99 to $99.50 


G.I, Blues 

Girls, Girls, Girls 

The Gold Rush 

The Grapes of Wrath 

The Great Dictator 

Heckle & Jeckle 

Hello, Dolly! 

Hombre 

The Hot Rock 

How Green Was My Valley 
How to Marry a Millionaire 
How to Steal a Million 

The Hustler 

The Idle Class 

Joshua 

The Kid 

A King in New York 

The King and I 

King Creole 

Kings of the Hill 

La Grande Bourgeoise 
Limelight 

The Long Hot Summer 

The Longest Day 

Love is a Many Splendored Thing 
M*A*S*H 

The Marriage of a Young Stockbroker 
Mighty Mouse 

Modern Times 

Monsieur Verdoux 


Behind The Green Door 
Resurrection of Eve 
Inside Marilyn Chambers 
Sodom & Gomorrah 


Mountain Lady 

Mr. Mean 

The Only Game in Town 
The Panic in Needle Park 
The Paper Chase 
Paradise, Hawaiian Style 
Patton 

Pay Day 

The Pilgrim 

Rape Bait 

The Razor's Edge 

The Robe 

Roustabout 

The Sand Pebbles 
Secrets 

The Seven Year Itch 
Shoulder Arms 

The Song of Bernadette 
State Fair 

Sunnyside 


Those Magnificent Men in Their Flying 


Machines 
Three Coins in the Fountain 
‘To Kill A Golden Goose 
Tora! Tora! Tora! 
Valley of the Dolls 
Vanishing Point 
Von Ryan's Express 
Voyage to The Bottom of The Sea 
A Woman of Paris 


Autobiography of a Flea 
Happy Days 

American Sex Fantasy 
Captain Lust 


For a complete catalog send a $2.00 check or money order to: 


INTERNATIONAL HOME VIDEO CLUB, INC. 


Dept. 02JA9, 237 West 54th Street 


| New York, New York 10019 


International Home Video Club, Inc. is your legally authorized distributor for full color uncensored video cassettes, 


BETA or VHS? 


Get the facts from 
the Professionals— 
S&S TOLL FREE DISCOUNTS 


Credit Card Purchases call TOLL FREE 


800-223-2388 


In New York 212-421-5460 


Dealer inquiries invited. 


800-223-2388 


available for BETA and VHS ¥ inch video systems, 


Daily discount price quotations on video cassette recorders, video cameras, aecessories, blank video 
cassettes and big screen video systems — Sony, RCA, Panasonic, Qué 


Toshiba, JVC, Zenith, etc. 


In New York 212-575-0210 
Major Credit Cards accepted. 
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Ms tio CO. 40" 
LW BOK entitic2™ pay MNS 


Send check or 
money order to: 
MEN, INC. 


154 EMPIRE LANE 
CARSON CITY, NEVADA 89701 


tadies — this is a great gift 
item for that STUD in your lite. 


| Here's my check or money order for $5.95 + SOc postage and handling . . . Send my | 
| Are “Certified STUD" kit immediately. | 
j ADDRESS 1 
: CITY : 
1 STATE zip 1 


THE NIPPLE BRA’ 
FOR OUTSIAND WOMEN ONLY. 


Sf 


White, or black, Its made from lined 
sheer nylon trimmed with daisy 
lace. Sizes 32-34-36. The bra is 
machine washable 

Send $20.00 plus $150 p & h to 
VIVA Lingerie, P.O. Box 6500, En- 
glewood, NJ. 07631 Allow 4-6 weeks for 
delivery. 


If youre into 
nipples—you no ¥& 
longer have to live 
just with what 
Mother Nature gave 
you. 

VIVAS. exclusive Nip- 
ple Bra is the very first A 

Ke New York residents add 
appropriate tax. In 
s Canada add $1.00 
additional. Items 

shipped to 
Canada are 
%. subject to Ca- 
» nadian tariff 


bra to have its own 
built in nipple 
Imagine hav- ; 
ing that sensual \ i 
cold weather { y, 
look all the time.\s || Va 
Its so sexy, itll give yy 
your shape a a 
whole newy 
eye-openingy 
dimension. 

The bra is 
available in beige} 


' 


Patent No. 3976083 
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FEEDBACK 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 33 


better year by year. But it will never provide 
the kind of alternative to the automobile that 
this country needs until we have a national 
policy that directs a reasonable fraction of 
our public-transportation investment into 
the rebuilding of our rail passenger sys- 
tem.—Edwin E. Edel, Vice-President, Pub- 
lic Affairs, Amtrak, Washington, D.C. 


John Maybury’s article ‘Amtrak Blues" was 
right on target. Several months ago | had 
the misfortune to ride the evening express 
from Boston to New York. For one-third of 
the trip there were no lights or air-condition- 
ing because of faulty wiring. For one full 
hour the train simply stood in place some- 
where near New Haven. It took the repair 
men four tries before they succeeded in 
getting the lights working. | had a bad case 
of the "Amtrak Blues" by the time we 
reached New York.—Name and address 
withheld 


The Olympic dream 
| am writing in response to “The Olympic 
Nightmare” (September 1978), by Robert 
Stephen Spitz. | would like to voice my opin- 
ion about the parts of the article dealing 
with gymnastics 

| know much about the training situation 
and the coaches. | have a similar training 
program for young gymnasts and have 
been productive in turning out good gym- 
nasts. | have one gymnast on the United 
States National Team and one gymnast on 
the Canadian National Team. | know much 
of the pressure, dedication, sacrifice, and 
problems inherent in coaching young girls 
to such heights. | enjoy coaching at this 
level and believe that all the problems are 
well worth the struggle. 

| find nothing wrong with commitment to 
excellence, with setting a goal and striving 
to reach that goal. | don't view the competi- 
tive situation as being detrimental to the 
girls but rather as a profound learning ex- 
perience. | believe that it is those people 
who have a commitment to excellence who 
make the world go round. There is a valu- 
able lesson to be learned from setting a 
goal, devising a plan, working toward that 
goal, evaluating progress, and ultimately 
realizing success. The training program is 
by no means easy, and | insist that my girls 
train harder than anyone else if they wish to 
win. But gymnastics has one component 
that most people consistently overlook— 
the fact that gymnastics is fun. It is pro- 
foundly joyful to flip and spin and abso- 
lutely exhilarating to learn a new skill and 
execute it successfully. 

| believe that the training program is a 
matchless learning experience. In this one 
year my girls have traveled to twenty-two 
states and two foreign countries. One of 
them competed in France with fifteen other 
nations, and another girl competed in 
Canada against other countries, including 
Communist China. Each training session or 


competitive situation becomes a test an 
gives each gymnast an accurate appraisal 
of her work and her standing relative to 
other girls of similar ability and age. If all o 
that is not a learning experience, then 
believe a redefinition of education is nec- 
essary. 

From my acquaintance with Don Peters 
and Muriel Grossfeld and from my own feel- 
ings, | think that the article’s contention o' 
“win at any cost” is wrong, We all take great 
pains to see that each girl becomes a well- 
rounded human being. | regret that your 
readers may get the idea that these pro- 
grams are as cutthroat as portrayed and 
that your readers may believe that al 
upper-level gymnastic programs are con- 
ducted in the way suggested by the tainted 
descriptions in the article. | believe that 
take excellent care of my students —| have 
a team physician who sees them regularly 
and ateam podiatrist who is one of the most 
outstanding in the country. It is very un- 
usual for a girl with an illness or injury to go 
more than twenty-four hours without being 
seen. | also have five team-behavior con- 
sultants. Their purpose is not to turn these 
girls into rats in a Skinner box but to help 
them confront and deal with all their prob- 
lems, whether they be with gymnastics, 
school, or their homes. 

Most of my girls have an Olympic dream, 
and | believe that their dreams are the most 
noble of human endeavors. To quote Harry 
Kemp: "The poor man is not he who is with- 
out acent, but he who is without a dream.” | 
am proud that my girls dream what may 
seem impossible dreams and fight to reach 
those unreachable stars. They are alive 
and well and living every minute to the 
fullest —William Sands, Head Coach and 
Director, Mid-America Twisters, Inc., 
Northbrook, Ill 


Cosmic comments 

|am writing regarding the article “Cosmic 
Censorship” (October 1978), by Tony 
Scaduto. |, too, cannot accept the govern- 
ment’s contention that the fear of public 
panic is the motivation for government se- 
crecy surrounding UFO's. Panics are al- 
most always stimulated by an obvious 
threat, to which there is an obvious re- 
sponse by an individual, But just how is an 
individual supposed to panic over the con- 
firmation of the extraterrestrial origin of 
UFO's? Should we riot in the streets, hoard 
food, withdraw all our savings, or just run 
around in circles and wring our hands? If, 
indeed, UFO's do exist, they've been 
around for years, with no gestures of hostil- 
ity. 

What | would accept as a likely motiva- 
tion for governmental censorship and 
cover-up is the realization, on the part of 
military, intelligence, and governmental 
bodies around the world, that UFO's repre- 
sent a threat to their continued power, au- 
thority, and security. The validation of the 

_ existence of extraterrestrial intelligence 
would have a unifying—and consequent 
denationalizing—influence on the world. 
The energies now poured into maintaining 


New, Stimula Vibra-Ribbed. 
With ribs over 200% higher than 
other leading ribbed condoms. 


The newest Stimula® 
now has ribs that are 
more than double the 
height of other leading 
ribbed condoms. 

Not only does Stimula® Vibra’-Ribbed 
have higher ribs but it has more of them. 

Now women can enjoy greater levels 
of satisfaction and sensitivity. Much more 
than ordinary condoms can offer. 

And no one else has our warm, dry 
SK-70* lubrication. 


Magnified 
Illustration 
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Akwell Industries, Inc., America’s Largest Manufacturer of Condoms. 


Stimula® Vibra Ribbed. Now available at drug counters everywhere. 


Now ANYTHING Can Happen With the 
Deluxe Pleasure Package! Yes, now youcan 
fulfill your most secret desires... with the 
COMPLETE Prelude 3® Vibrator System. 
Together, you and your lover will discover and 
explore a thrilling new world of lovemaking. 


© Nationally acclaimed “‘the critic's choice... 


discover pleasures you've heard about, dreamt 
about... and longed to experience. 


A $49.45 VALUE... ONLY $39.95 

If coupon is missing, write: Sensory Research 
Corp., 2424 Morris Ave., Union, N.J. 07083 
30 DAY MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 
This offer void where prohibited by law. 
ee 
Save $9.50 if you act now! Order your 
complete, deluxe Pleasure Package! 
Sensory Research Corp., Dept. 79-005 

2424 Moris Avenue, Union, N.J. 07083 

I want to take my fantasies to the limit! Rush 
Deluxe Pleasure Package(s) (a regular 
$49.45 value) for only $39.95 ea., ppd. 


ZG 


The Deluxe Pleasure Package Contains: 
The NEW dual-intensity vibrator. .. noiseless, 
hygienic, UL approved. Uses standard outlet. 
The unique STIMULATOR™, available only 
with the Prelude System, for intense stimulation. 
Nothing to insert. 

© 4 sensuous massage attachments to ease and 
excite both of you. 
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order and security among nation states 
would be redirected toward establishing 
relations between earthlings and aliens 
from outer space. As a result, governments 
and the military and intelligence estab- 
lishments that they use to support their in- 
terests would lose a great deal of power. 
National sovereignty at last would crumble 
altogether, to be replaced by world gov- 
ernment. 

Another factor reinforcing the weakening 
of national governments would be public 
appreciation of the fact that “parochial 
local” governments not only would be ir 
relevant to the interests and concerns of 
visiting “spacemen” but also would be in- 
capable of enforcing their will on a species 
whose technology is apparently so far 
ahead of ours that, basically, it can do 
whatever it wants to. 

Further destabilization of the structures 
of power and order would result from any 
advanced technology that UFOnauts 
chose to share with us. As an example 
imagine how, after the government had 
admitted to the existence of the aliens, they 
might land and give us the secret of their 
noiseless, inertialess, antigravity propul- 
sion system. Although enormous benefits 
would result for mankind in the long run, 
international economic chaos would be the 
immediate result. The transportation indus- 
try would be shattered, wilh the automotive, 
trucking, rail, and shipping industries 
being eliminated and aviation having to 
shift gears and then undergo explosive 
growth. 

Similarly upset, if not eliminated, would 
be steel, oil and petrochemical, and en- 
ergy production and the mining, construc- 
tion, and defense industries 

If we advanced to an age in which the 
average American could take an afternoon 
shopping trip to Paris or Tokyo, many pow- 
erful interests would have a lot to lose 
Therefore, it would not surprise me to learn 
that governments not only deny the exis- 
tence of UFO's but also might even shoot 
them down. (I'm still suspicious of the al- 
leged Soviet nuclear satellite that crashed 
in northern Canada last winter.) Nor would it 
surprise me to learn that military and intelli- 
gence agencies keep our elected public 
officials as much in the dark as they do the 
public. 

Fear and secrecy in the governments of 
the world may be the very reason why for- 
eign life forms avoid “official” contact with 
our society and focus instead on individual 
contact.—R.P.B., Montclair, N.J. 


Thanks for the kind mention of the L-5 Soci- 
ety in the article “Science-Fiction Fever" 
(October 1978), by Tom Nolan. Two of the 
very best science-fiction writers, |saac 
Asimov and Robert A. Heinlein, are on our 
board of directors. 

If Robert Jastrow's arrogant opinions (in 
the October Interview) on space colonies 
and life extension are typical of NASA bu- 
reaucrats, it's no wonder that the organiza- 
tion is in such bad shape.—Keith Henson, 
L-5 Society, Tucson, Ariz. 
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pening in the “Forum” section with increas- A . 
, ing frequency. specially designed shape 


JANUARY 78 FEBRUARY 78 | cannot relate to that kind of sex, and i allows for greater free- 
frankly, it turns me off. I'm sure that most of | [7] dom of movement inside 
your readers will agree | the contraceptive ee ator 


Penthouse has always been a hetero- 
sexual man’s magazine. There are a better, more natural sen 


number of other publications that cater to | |@ sation for each of you. 


homosexual interests. Let's keep the two 
separate.—J.M., Ft. Lauderdale, Fla. 


As you say, readers enjoy the “Forum” let- 
ters for a variety of reasons. We receive 
many letters every month from homosexu- 
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cian Pierre de Laplace 
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at the fireplace, which needed repair. When 
the two men arrived—one white and one 
black—I showed them into the parlor, They 
looked at the fireplace while | had another 
drink. | was dressed in a very sheer, 
pleated dress, which showed off all my 
curves and is rather tight around my 
breasts, My figure is 38-27-35, and I've al- 
ways had a well-rounded but firm bottom, 
When | returned to the parlor, | noticed tha 
the two men were finished with inspecting 
the fireplace and were inspecting me. The 
white man seemed to be the boss, and he 
told me that the fireplace needed only 
minor repairs. | offered the men a drink, and 
they accepted. After a few drinks the con- 
versation became quite casual, even loose, 
Finally, the white man complimented me on 
my dress and hairdo and then said that 
must have a beautiful body to go along with 
my dress. Feeling a little uncomfortable, 
stammered a thank-you and quickly look a 
large gulp of my drink. | peered over my 
glass at the black man and noticed a very 
huge bulge in his trousers. 

Then it began. The white man said that 
should do as | was told and that | wouldn't 
get hurt and would probably even enjoy 
what would happen. | couldn't believe my 
ears. He told me to stand up and walk to the 
center of the room and take off my dress. | 
looked at both men and sensed right away 
that there was no way out. My body began 
to tremble as | stood up and walked toward 
the two men, whose eyes were glued to my 
flowing dress. 

| reached behind my back and unzipped 
the dress. and as it fell forward, | pulled it 
down to expose my see-through, white bra. 
As | wiggled out of my dress. the men 
moaned at the sight of my matching un- 
dergarments: a lace garter belt with white 
bikini panties and sheer natural stockings. 
The white man then instructed me to re- 
move my panties and begin to finger-fuck 
myself. | felt so embarrassed and dis- 
gusted, but after a few strokes across my 
clitoris, | began to respond in a way. I'd 
never dreamed of. 

My hips began to rotate, and | felt very 
excited doing this vulgar act in front of 
strangers. The white man asked if | liked to 
suck cock, | answered, “No, I've never 
done that before.” Disbelieving me, he 
asked, “You suck your husband's cock 
don't you?” | didn't respond. | just kept rub- 
bing my cunt and tried to hold back my now 
heavy breathing. | finally told him that my 
husband doesn't like oral sex and that I'd 
never had sex with any other man except 
him. He then told me to get on my knees. As 
| did, the black man asked if | was ready. 
“Ready for what?" | asked. He stood up 
grabbed his cock, and said, “This, baby." 
All | could focus on now was this huge 
bulge that was coming closer and closer 
until it was right in front of my face. My hand 
was still working my pussy, and | licked my 
lips unconsciously. He unzipped his trou- 
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sers and pulled out the biggest and longest 
shaft of male flesh I'd ever seen—even in 
pictures. Grabbing it with his right hand, he 
stroked it and put it up to my mouth and 
then‘pulled it away. As | knelt there obe- 
diently, he rubbed his cock over my 
cheeks, nose, fluttering eyelids, and hair. 
When his cock came back to my mouth, | 
sucked it in, my cheeks caving in. | moaned 
as if in pain. Never having sucked a cock 
before, | was amazed at its velvet texture 
and the sensations | was receiving from the 
lurid act. As | sucked wantonly, he put his 
hands on his hips and pumped more and 
more of his cock into my mouth. My saliva 
dribbled down over my tits. Then | noticed 
the white man on my right, jacking his ten- 
inch rod just inches from my occupied 
mouth. The black man started to pump 
furiously, saying, “Suck it faster, you cock- 
sucking bitch!” "Yes, keep sucking that big, 
black, dick. All you white bitches love to 
suck those fat cocks," the white man said, 
as his hot semen shot across my face. | had 
an orgasm as his come splattered against 
my face, ear, and hair. At the sight of the 
white man coming, the black stud shot off 
in my mouth. Not being experienced in this 
kind of sexual pleasure, | began to choke 
on the hot jism. But | was uncontrollably 
excited. | sucked his dick until it flopped 
out deflated. Both men then took their cock 
heads and smeared their juices all over my 
face and neck. 

After a brief rest and another drink, | took 
both men on in the bed and sucked each 
one off again before they left. The following 
weekend my husband went on a business 
trip, and | invited my fireplace masons over 
to fix my place of fire again.—E.M., 
Bakersfield, Calif. 


Three to get randy 

| have enjoyed your magazine for many 
years, but little did | expect to be writing to 
you, as my sex life has been very normal for 
a person who's been married a number of 
years to a swell woman. Lorraine. My chil- 
dren are all in their early twenties, and their 
friends have been our friends as well. To get 
to the point. there has been one particular 
girl who has been quite close to Lorraine 
and me. We've watched her grow into a 
lovely woman, marry, and have two chil- 
dren. Neither Lorraine nor | were fond of her 
husband, and, we weren't surprised when 
they recently divorced. 

Two weeks ago, after attending a party 
celebrating my youngest daughter's birth- 
day, nearly everyone got a little drunk, ex- 
cept me and the above-mentioned young 
lady, Roseanne. 

Driving home that night, Lorraine wanted 
to lie in the backseat; so Roseanne sat in 
front with me. When we were about halfway 
to her house, she put her hand on my 
crotch, unzipped my pants, and put her 
small hand on my growing hard-on. | made 
no move, as Lorraine was falling asleep. 
But as soon as she was completely asleep, 
| put my right hand between Roseanne’s 
legs and found that she was wearing noth- 
ing underneath. When my finger touched 


her clit, she let out a great moan and | 
nearly fainted, as | was sure Lorraine had 
heard the sound, When we got to Rose- 
anne’s house, | zipped up, awakened my 
wife, and escorted both women to the door 
My wife was still groggy, and the two 
‘women went into the kitchen to make some 
coffee. 

After waiting for about ten minutes in the 
living room, | went into the kitchen and 
found Roseanne and my wife in an em- 
brace, their hands deeply buried in each 
other's love nests. They both looked at me, 
and when they saw | was not mad, they 
decided to put on a great show for me 

I'd never seen my wife with anyone else, 
much less a woman, before, and | was in- 
credibly turned on. Despite her younger 
years, Roseanne showed my wife every- 
thing there was to know about Sapphic 
love, and when | was finally allowed to join 
in, it didn't take long for me to ejaculate the 
biggest wad of my life. When Lorraine and | 
finally got home at 4:30 in the morning 
Lorraine—who has a beautiful, firm body 
for a forty-year-old woman—gave me one 
of the most memorable nights ever. 

The next morning, by our private pool 
Lorraine told me that she'd fantasized 
about making love with a woman for some 
time, and that she had seen Roseanne and 
me through the car's rearview mirror when 
we were petting. The sight had made her all 
the hotter, and the liquor had given her the 
courage to see how far Roseanne would go 
with both of us 

Before we were through talking, Rose- 
anne—who had stopped by to surprise us 
and was dressed in a very skimpy thong- 
type bikini—tiptoed out and stood above 
Lorraine, who was face down on a chaise 
lounge, sunning her back. Roseanne knelt 
and spread her legs far apart. Lorraine fi- 
nally looked up, saw that it was Roseanne 
and put her hands around her firm buns 
Needless to say, my wife then devoured 
her—sliding the tiny bikini bottom to one 
side and licking and sucking on Rose- 
anne's downy vulva and swollen clit 

After dinner that night, Roseanne invited 
us to see what she had brought along in her 
overnight bag. First, she showed us a 
beautiful diaphanous gown and then a 
large battery-operated vibrator, which Lor- 
raine had never used before. She told us 
that she had an even bigger surprise that 
we'd see later in the evening. | bathed both 
of my lovelies, powdered them well, put on 
some music, fixed them drinks, and waited 
for the next show to begin 

Roseanne spread Lorraine out on our 
bed and then inserted the vibrator in my 
wife's damp cunt. She brought her to 
climax after climax, pressing the vibrator 
against her clit repeatedly. Then Roseanne 
and | fucked our brains out right in front of 
Lorraine. When | was through, Roseanne 
got up and came back a few minutes later, 
wearing the gown she had shown us earlier, 
but she didn't look quite right. It took me a 
few moments to figure out that there was 
something underneath the gown. Lorraine 
was lying on the floor, and Roseanne stood 
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near her, slowly raising her gown to reveal 
the twelve-inch dildo that she had strapped 
onto herself. Then Lorraine spread herself 
even more and asked for it all. 

What a sight! Within seconds Lorraine, 
with the dildo buried inside her cunt, was 
literally being fucked by Roseanne and 
was also managing to give me the best 
blowjob ever. 

As aresult of this encounter, Lorraine and 
| have a better outlook on life. I'll never 
believe the saying “You can't teach an old 
dog new tricks,” because this is one happy 
guy who is learning fast. Next month we're 
taking Roseanne—and another girl—to 
Hawaii with us for a vacation.—Name and 
address withheld 


Mixed doubles 

| recently had an experience that will 
arouse many a “Forum” reader. That is what 
this story is about: arousal. 

I'm a college freshman at an Illinois col- 
lege,-and I've had my share of sexual en- 
counters. | have also been getting Pent- 
house since | was a freshman in high 
school, and | especially enjoy “Forum,” be- 
cause it has taught me many new aspects 
of my sexuality. 

Here is the story. When | moved to col- 
lege, | also packed my collection of Pent- 
house magazines (about forty in all) and 
put them beside my bed in a double cabi- 
net. My roommate and | knew that they 
were there and read them frequently. We 
thought that the cabinets were a safe place 
to put them, for no one would snoop there 
anyway. 

One day my roommate and | had a tennis 
match with two lovely young ladies whom 
we had met the day before at the tennis 
courts. One was a well-tanned blonde with 
long, flowing hair down to her shoulders. 
Her 37-24-35 frame made us sweat with 
lust for her long, luscious legs, firm ass, and 
well-rounded tits. Her partner, a brunette, 
was equal in her own court getup 

lt was an extremely warm day, and when 
the match was over, | asked the girls if they 
wanted a cold beer in my dorm room, They 
accepted, but my roommate told us that he 
had an engagement and would catch us 
later. 

The girls and | went up to my dorm room, 
and | gave them a couple of beers from our 
fridge. | told them that | was going to take a 
shower first and that they should make 
themselves at home 

| then went to take the shower, for | was 
sweaty and hot, in more ways than one. | 
took a lengthy shower, jacking off at the 
thought of those chicks in my room. 
Dressed, | finally got back to the room 
about thirty minutes later. 

When | opened the door, | almost had an 
instant erection. The girls had moved the 
beds together and were totally naked, re- 
vealing the best pair of pussies I've ever 
seen at the same time. They were kissing 
and feeling each other in every hot and soft 
spot imaginable. 

| noticed that they had found my Pent- 
house collection and had two of the maga- 


zines open to "Forum" and another to the 
pictorial of the "Living Dolls” in the April 
1978 issue. 

The girls suddenly turned their attention 
to me and simultaneously jumped up, 
grabbed me, and tore my fresh clothes off. 
They threw me on the bed and were soon 
crawling all over me and getting me 
aroused. The blonde sucked me as if she 
were on fire and needed some come to put 
the blaze out. The brunette had now strad- 
dled my face and literally sat on it. Who was 
to complain? | began licking, probing, and 
sucking away at her moist pussy and swol- 
len clit. The blonde was in a position that 
allowed me to finger her as well, The sound 
of our orgasms must have reached the end 
of the galaxy. 

About that time my roommate walked in. 
nstantly, the blonde grabbed him and sat 
on him while | fucked the brunette in the ass 
as she bent over to suck John off. We con- 
inued switching partners and positions 
until we fell asleep in bliss. 

The girls continue to “come” over regu- 
arly, and we are trying everything possible 
that four people who enjoy sex can. We 
plan on trying some new sex games and 
will write you if they are successful. Thank 
you for “Forum” and your pictorials.— 
Name and adaress withheld 


Midnight rambler 

An incident happened to me a few months 
ago, and | think that it might be of some 
interest to your “Forum” readers. My older 
sister, Susan, was going off to college in 
two days. So she was having a slumber 
party, for which she invited ten of her girl 
friends over. Susan had Bobby (my buddy) 
and me go get some pot from Jenny (Bob- 
by's girl friend), Since nobody was home, 
he stayed at her house and | returned 
home. 

| knew most of Susan's friends except for 
Nancy. When | saw her. my dick nearly 
popped out of my pants. | wanted her 
pussy desperately, but | thought that such 
thoughts were useless, because | was 
eighteen and she was nineteen, with sexi- 
ness oozing out of her very pores. | could 
have sworn that she kept staring at me, but! 
thought that it was my imagination. | wasn't 
about to give up on her now that | had come 
this far. 

Then the girls went up to my sister's room 
to sleep. Nancy, the last to go up, turned 
and said good night in a sexy voice. | 
wanted to thrust my hand up her blouse 
right there! Up in Susan's room, they were 
telling stories, smoking joints, and drinking. 
From the sounds of it, | assumed they were 
getting totally wasted. | was reading some 
copies of Penthouse, listening to some 
good old rock 'n' roll, and getting horny as 
hell. | wanted Nancy badly—more every 
minute 

| couldn't stand it any longer! It was past 
2:30, and so | checked to see if the girls 
were asleep. | knelt by the doorway, and 
from what | could see, they were asleep. | 
knelt there, staring at those gorgeous 
snatches, and thought of how many licks | 


Asexuals are people who don’t even 
want to have sex. Is asexuality disco 
celibacy or pure media hype? Reporter 
Rose Hartman asked such celebrities 
as Mick Jagger and Andy Warhol, and 
their candid answers appear in this 
Forum exclusive. 


These New Year's resolutions area 
pleasure to keep, and they're surefire 
ways to keep your lover turned on and 
your relationship healthy. Fifty tips that 
will last the whole year. 


Forum author John Tido finds that there 
is lifte—and sex—after divorce and that 
it can be great! But first he had some 
adjustments to make. His pickup lines 
from the fifties didn't work on the 
women of the seventies. Read this 
humane report of the road back for a 
newly divorced man. 
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John Love has tested them all and finds 
that sex with the new-style condoms 
can be loads of fun. 


A practicing physician for the last fifty 
- years, Dr. Eugene Scheimann claims 
| that his patients with a healthy sex life 
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how sex can increase your life span. 


could get 

Finally, | crept into the room and acci- 
dently kicked one of the girls in the head. In 
a falsetto voice, | said, “Sorry,” and she 
went back to what looked like an exciting 
dream. Then | found Nancy. She was lying 
naked in her sleeping bag with her beauti- 
ful tits showing at the top! | was wearing 
only a pair of tight jeans, and my cock was 
straining to get out. When she moved, | 
nearly swallowed my tongue. She said ina 
whisper, “Who is it?” and | slowly whis- 
pered, “It's Mike.” She pulled the sleeping 
bag up over her chest. | knelt over her and 
planted a long smack on her lips. She was 
trying to talk while | was kissing her. and | 
thought that she was going to scream. | 
finally let go of her and started madly 
Frenching her 

Then | pulled her up and said, “Let's go 
to my room.” As she stood there, | could 
see the outline of her figure in the dark and 
my cock was throbbing. | ran limping to my 
room, because | was afraid that if | lifted my 
leg my dick would snap. We jumped on the 
bed, and she quickly pulled down my jeans 
and jammed my prick into her warm, wet 
mouth. | came within a minute. | let out a 
loud moan and then suddenly remem- 
bered that there were other people down 
the hall. So, as quietly as possible, | worked 
my way down to Nancy's cunt and sucked 
her clit like a baby. 

Nancy started moaning loudly with 
ecstasy, but | didn't care. She told me that 
she was about to come, and she shoved 
my face into her bush and shot into my 
mouth with magnum force. Then she 
yelled, “Fuck me, fuck me, please!” | 
thought that she would wake up the whole 
neighborhood for sure, but | didn’t care. | 
slowly moved my prick inside her. and we 
were both moaning loudly. She was grind- 
ing her hips into me, making me go crazy. 
We then had bursting climaxes. | nearly 
passed out. | was still holding her so tightly 
that she could barely breathe. We fucked 
and sucked until 5:30 that morning. And I'm 
happy to say we still have sex whenever we 
can.—Name and address withheld 


Corporal pleasure 
When | came to this country, my English 
vocabulary was very limited. | knew no- 
body. |! was completely on my own 

A childless family rented me a room 
They had a spacious, modestly equipped 
nice house in a good neighborhood. The 
husband, Frank, had a war injury; he re- 
ceived a pension. He died unexpectedly 
after | had been living in their house for 
about three months. His wife, Beatrice, was 
a very trim, neat-looking woman who 
dressed very modestly and tastefully. She 
seemed very religious. Throughout the first 
four months. | never saw her in a dressing 
gown or any other informal clothing. She 
never wore any low-cut blouses or tight-fit- 
ting garments, Both Beatrice and Frank 
helped me a lot with English, and they ex- 
plained most American customs to me. | 
was and am truly grateful for all this kind 
help. Sex in any way or form was never 
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mentioned by either Frank or Beatrice. 

About eight weeks after Frank's death, 
Beatrice and | were sitting one Saturday 
morning in the kitchen to eat breakfast. She 
was, aS usual, completely dressed and 
groomed, She choked on some food. | pat- 
ted her, first gently and then a little stronger, 
on her back, trying to relieve her from her 
predicament. She became very red in the 
face and started to breathe heavily. | was 
afraid she might have a heart attack. 
Quickly, | lifted her in my arms and carried 
her to her bedroom and placed her on her 
bed. Carefully, | opened the buttons of her 
blouse, trying to make her more comfort- 
able. Her brassiere looked rather tight— 
the edges seemed to cut into the flesh— 
and | gently took it off. Suddenly, she 
grabbed my head and began to kiss me 
wildly. Her tongue pried between my teeth, 
steadily exploring, pushing and withdraw- 
ing. Her breasts were firm, milky white. 
They stood erect and were rather big. While 
| carefully and gently massaged the beauti- 
ful breasts. first with my hands and later 
with my tongue, | got a strong erection. Our 
hands explored each other's body, Faster 
and more furious became our movements. 
Within minutes we were completely un- 
dressed. Her clitoris was wet. When | 
touched it, she began to moan and groan. 
Over and over she whispered, “Give it to 
me!" and | was pushing my penis very fast 
and hard into her. We quickly reached a 
climax. We repeated the same perfor- 
mance a few times more in the next few 
hours 

During the following weeks we enjoyed 
each other very often in the same way. On 
almost any occasion we kissed each other 
and let our hands and fingers do the explor- 
ing. Once or twice | asked her for a blowjob. 
Beatrice always avoided the subject or 
started kissing me all over my face. Her 
hands were always wandering. prying and 
tickling in every body cavity. She liked to 
have my erect penis between her marvel- 
ous breasts or to squeeze it and rub it until | 
was twisting and squirming. Still, she de- 
sired always that we assume the “normal” 
position for the mutual culmination of our 
joy. | would have liked to experiment more 
but was happy with the status quo. 

As the weeks became months, Bea- 
trice’s friends remarked on how youthful 
and vigorous she looked. Slowly, she 
began asking questions about various 
sexual positions and customs among other 
people. 

She knew that for the two years preced- 
ing my immigration to this great country | 
had been employed by a French family as a 
private tutor for two teenage girls. Naturally, 
Beatrice assumed | had had lots and lots of 
experience with women. 

My French employers had been very 
wealthy, but they were convinced that living 
frugally was important and maintained 
strict discipline among their children and 
the house staff. The lady of the house or- 
dered me at least twice a week to spank the 
bare posteriors of one or both of the girls. 
The mother was at all times present when | 
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had to do the spanking. Especially in the 
beginning of my employment, she ad- 
monished me several times to spank much 
harder and longer. The girls nearly always 
had welts on their buns. | did not like any of 
it. The act of spanking the girls left me 
always in a highly excited state and with a 
big erection but usually without any re- 
lease. My sexual experiences were limited 
to various country wenches who had never 
heard of The Kama Sutra or The Perfumed 
Garden. 

Beatrice asked me to procure the 
above-mentioned books. After a lengthy 
and thorough study of the contents, she 
was more willing to experiment. | realized 
more and more that she was not completely 
happy. Blowjobs, or even taking the penis in 
her mouth, were still taboo. Beatrice in- 
quired over and over again about details 
when | told her about spanking one or both 
girls. 

On a Saturday afternoon, after a very 
lengthy, exciting, and satisfactory session, 
we both enjoyed a few hours’ refreshing 
sleep. When we awoke, we somehow 
began to quarrel. | suddenly found myself 
holding Beatrice over my knees, spanking 
her lovely white buttocks with slow, deliber- 
ate blows to a deep, burgundy color. She 
squirmed, wiggled, and cried after each 
well-placed slap. Tears were rolling from 
her eyes. The redness increased wilh every 
well-placed stroke. What was a lovely pink 
became almost red. When Beatrice tried to 
cover her bottom with her hands, | told her 
firmly: that she would receive double the 
intended twenty strokes if she did not re- 
move her hands. 

But | released my grip on her. She did not 
move away but remained in the same posi- 
tion, wiggling and squirming. She left her 
hands on her now hot-looking buns. Realiz- 
ing that she indeed enjoyed it, | grabbed an 
old-fashioned hairbrush (which she know- 
ingly must have placed there earlier in the 
day) from her dresser. Now the fun really 
began. | donot know how many strokes she 
got. She finally begged for mercy and for- 
giveness. These two lovely-shaped hills of 
flesh were in most places red and covered 
with welts. Beatrice suddenly turned 
around, grabbed my penis, and practically 
swallowed it, | could not hold back, and my 
juice flowed deep in her throat, We con- 
tinued on the floor with the sixty-nine posi- 
tion—and all the others that were so far 
untried. 

During the next three years, we repeated 
the spanking ritual many times, mainly on 
her request. Sometimes Beatrice replaced 
the hairbrush with a vicious, thin leather 
whip. In time | began to like spanking her as 
part of the whole exercise. 

Professionally, | advanced, and we had 
to part. Beatrice was eighteen years older 
than |. She wanted to get married again. | 
miss her terribly and wish | could find 
another partner like her. Still, life has to go 
on.—L.T,, Cranford, N.J. 


Three-way split 
My wife and | had always been a close 


couple, with few outside friends. When 
John and Kay moved in next door. our lives 
immediately changed. We were soon in- 
volved with them and their friends. A 
couple of times we played strip poker and 
the like, but nothing really unusual 

Then, one night, John came over alone, 
and the three of us started drinking. By now 
| knew Donna was attracted to him, and | 
was excited by the fact. 

After a couple of hours we were pretty 
well zonked. | said something about some 
little stones that Donna had received as a 
gift. They were the little glue-on, decorative 
type, and | had gotten her to paste one on 
each tit when we were alone. John im- 
mediately responded that he would like to 
see that. After a little coaxing, she was 
persuaded to model them. 

She came back wearing a blouse and 
again had to be coaxed into unbuttoning it 
| was behind our bar, and Donna and John 
were on stools in front. He finally got her to 
hold open her blouse, baring her gorgeous 
upper body to him. He then bet he could 
get the small stones off her nipples without 
using his hands. He was soon sucking and 
licking her tits. In a short time he had her 
blouse off, and she was returning his 
kisses. He then looked to me for a word of 
encouragement and received it. Over her 
protests, we picked her up by her shoul- 
ders and ankles and carried her to the bed- 
room: 

Once she was on the bed, | quieted her 

murmurs of protest with my lips, and John 
went to work on her slacks and panties. It 
was only a matter of moments before she 
was nude, with her legs spread and John 
eating her hot, wet box. There was no more 
protest, and | took off my clothes and 
pushed my cock into her willing mouth. 
his was always one thing she didn't want 
‘0 do, but this time she sucked my pecker 
as if she hadn't eaten all day. 
She was ready and begging to be 
fucked in just a fraction of her “normal” 
time. | screwed her with more passion than | 
had since our wedding night. As soon as | 
slid off, John took my place and plowed 
into her wet, dripping furrow. When we were 
both exhausted, | received the surprise of 
my life when she offered us each a quarter 
© screw her again. Needless to say, we 
earned our quarters! 

We never repeated the night, but | have 
relived it so many times in my dreams and 
masturbating fantasies. 

This is the only time | have ever told any- 
one about this—Name and address with- 
held 


Brief encounter 

| live in Boston, and we have quite a good 
bus and subway system, which frequently 
affords me some extremely erotic experi- 
ences, 

On one occasion, the bus was nearly 
empty, and | was sitting near the back, 
where there are two sets of three seats that 
face one another. | had been reading 
throughout the ride when | happened to 
look up and notice, across from me, a lovely 
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f you've been reluctant to purchase 
sexual aids through the mail, the 
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First, we guarantee your privacy. 
Should you decide to order our cata- 
logue or products, your transaction will 
be held in the strictest confidence. 

Your name will never (never) be used 
for additional mailings or solicitations. 
Nor will it be sold or given to any other 
pennant. And everything we ship to you 

Pa packaged, securely wrapped, 
wit out the slightest indication of its con- 
tents on the outside 

Second, we guarantee your satisfac- 
tion, Everything offered in the Xandria 
Collection is the result of extensive 
research and real-life testing. We are so 
certain that the risk of disappointment 
has been eliminated from our products, 
that we can actually quarantee your satis- 
faction—or your money promptly, un- 
questioningly refunded. 


What is the Xandria Collection? 

It is a very, very special collection of 
sexual aids, It includes the finest and 
most effective devices available from 
around the world. Devices that can open 
new doors to sexual gratification (perhaps 


Sexual Aids: 


How to order them 


without embarrassment. 


How to use them 
without disappointment. 


many doors you never knew existed!) 

Our products range from the simple 
to the delightfully complex. They are de- 
signed for both the timid and the bold. 
For anyone who’ ever wished there could 
be something more to their sex life. 

If you're prepared to intensify your 
own sexual pleasure, then by all means 
send for the Xandria Collection cat- 
alogue. It is priced at just three dollars 
which is applied in full to your first order. 

Write today. You have absolutely 
nothing to lose. And an entirely new world 
of enjoyment to gain 


The Xandria Collection | 
Dept. PH-I | 
P.O, Box 31039 
San Francisco, CA 94131 | 
Please send me. by first class mail, my copy of the | 
Xandrie Collection catalogue Enclosed ismy check | 
or money order for three dollars which will be 
applied towards my first purchase | 
Name = — 
Address ___ i} 
— - S = | 
State Zip. — | 
iDlicotsloata'and producthayesenianiiomddis ae 
over the age of 2] Your age and signature are | 
needed below | 
tam —__years old 1 
Signed | 
© 1978 Xandria, 115-B Wisconsin St,, San Francisco a 
213 


No.1 Seller! 


XAVIERA'S SUPERSEX 


Now Xaviera Hollander 
(the world’s most fa- 
mous happy hooker) lays it bare in her new best 
selling book, XAVIERA’S SUPERSEX. Jam packed 
with “goodies” you can put to practice immediately. 
SUPERSEX tells you point by point how you can be 
better anywhere—more so than you ever thought 
possible! And 4 it too. Over 200 pages of text 
and illustrations. Published price of $20 now avail. 
able for a limited time from Adam & Eve at $9.95. 
Ready for lesson one? Begin by ordering SUPER- 
SEX now. Hardcover. Money back guarantee. 


cAdam&Eve dept. PH9-8 Abae*’ 


P.O. Box 900, Carrboro, NC 27510 YEYB 


“WHATAFURRY | | 
THING YOU HAVE’ 


ensu-Muff™ V 


Pouch. Fits 7"-9’ 
vibrators. Send che 


1979, PPA 


fr 


44 4-6 weeks for delivery 
EVELYN RAINBIRD LTD.™ 


IN COLOR! 


SITIONS BOOK 
in more different positions than 
aphs in DI 

foreplay, cantrace 


224 pages 


3Q05 


Frederick's of Hollywood 
6610 Hollywood Bivd. Dept. 3721 


redericks* 


‘OF HOLLYWOOD 


1979 


add 6% tax, 
1.35 shipping charge each item 


A PASSIONATE OUTCRY 
AGAINST THE OPPRESSION 
OF HOMOSEXUALS. 


A documentary by 
jonn Rechy 
\ngele 


residents add sales tax. 


214 PENTHOUSE 


young lady. who seemed to be lost in 
thoughts of her own. Since there was no 
one sitting in a position to see us, | decided 
to go to work 

Putting down my book, | began staring at 
this blonde-haired dream and fantasized 
all the things | would like to do to her She 
was wearing a rather short skirt and T-shirt, 
which offered the outline of two small but 
perfectly shaped breasts, Her nipples 
were protruding ever so slightly. As | re- 
corded these things, my cock began to stir 
and slowly rise 

As | began concentrating on her legs 
which were pressed tightly together, my 
hard-on reached mammoth proportions 
and became very obvious to anyone who 
cared to notice. Unfortunately, it was going 
unobserved by this young lady; so | de- 
cided to be somewhat more demonstrative 
With one hand | began grabbing my cock 
through my, pants, and with the other | 
reached inside to play with myself, all the 
time staring her in the face. My movements 
were soon so active that she happened to 
look over. (Since | have done this same 
thing several times, | expected one of the 
two usual reactions—either horror and dis- 
gust or absolutely no reaction whatsoever.) 

On this occasion, however, the girl's eyes 
widened with surprise and then pleasure 
Looking from my eyes to my bulge, she 
slowly- put aside her book and ever so 
slightly parted her legs. With a playful look 
she looked at me and said, only loud 
enough for me to hear, "What are you do- 
ing?” At this reaction, | was close to com- 
ing, but | knew | wanted to hold back when | 
watched what she began to do, She 
slipped out of the sandals she was wearing 
and slowly put her feet up on the seat 

What this revealed to me was a slim 
perfectly shaped pair of legs and a crotch 
barely covered by thin, yellow panties. Her 
blonde hair was peeping out from her 
pants. As | unzipped myself and withdrew 
my aching tool, she began to stroke herself 
with one hand. and with the other she 
touched her nipples, which now seemed 
twice as large as before, | heard her begin- 
ning to breathe heavily despite the sounds 
of the bus, and her fingers soon pulled on 
her pants so that they rode up into the 
crack of her ass and between her pussy 
lips. As | watched the wetness soaking her 
panties and thighs, | again had to stop 
myself from coming. It was useless, how- 
ever, for she pushed aside her underwear 
and slowly pressed two fingers into her 
snatch, All the while, her eyes were on my 
own crotch, an incredibly sexy look on her 
face. 

Finally, she did something | would not 
have thought possible: lifting up her bot- 
tom, she began rubbing her clitoris with her 
thumb and inserted her index finger in her 
cunt while her middle finger worked its way 
into her ass hole. As she did this, moving 
violently up and down, | spurted what 
seemed to be the largest load of come | 
had ever brought forth. At the same time, 
she came with a wonderful, suppressed 
gasp. After what seemed a very long time, 


she looked at me with a foxy little twinkle 
and began to rearrange herself, And she 
did this in a way that seemed more excit- 
ing than what had just happened, if that’s 
possible. 

There were no words spoken. In a few 
minutes | reached my stop. Though | now 
sometimes regret my indifference, | never 
learned her name or anything about her In 
a way it seems as if spoken words would 
have diminished the perfection of those 
moments.—J.A., Boston. Mass 


Gay convert 
Ever since | can remember, | despised ev- 
erything about homosexuality and gay 
people. | never thought that I'd be writing to 
you about my recent sexual encounters 
with a gay traveling salesman, but this lark 
is too delightful to keep to myself 

| am married, with three children, and 
have always enjoyed sex with a lot of 
women, on the road and at home, I’m only 
five feet six inches, but I've always consid- 
ered myself manly and aggressive. Many 
of the women I've fucked are bigger than | 
am, and some have literally picked me up 
and held me like a small child when we 
made love, which was very erotic to me. 

The other night. after checking into my 
motel. | headed to the pool for a quick dip. | 
noticed a big, burly man sitting at a pool- 
side table, reading a paper. For some 
strange reason | kept staring at him and he 
at me. After several minutes he slipped into 
the water and began swimming toward me 
He suddenly dove under, and in seconds | 
felt his hands grab me. Then he hurled me 
high over his head and threw me a few feet 
across the pool. | came down with a great 
splash and chuckled to myself. He laughed 
and swam over to me. put his left hand on 
my thigh underwater, and said, "I'm sorry 
—1| don’t know what made me do that.” | 
grinned and told him | actually enjoyed it 
After a while we got out and walked to his 
table. | admired his build. He was six foot 
four and weighed about 230. He was my 
age, in his mid-thirties, and had a hell of a 
body. He, too, was a salesman for a large 
firm and was looking for some fun. I'd al- 
ways gotten pussy on the road, but this 
time the women were scarce 

It was really strange of me to stare at him 
while he talked. | kept glancing at his huge. 
hairy chest, tanned arms, and large hands. 
Then a weird sensation came over me. | 
wondered what it would be like to make love 
to a huge guy like this 

Moments later, after small talk, he asked 
me up to his room. Normally, | would have 
been suspicious, but | ended up saying 
that I'd love to 

Within seconds | was standing in his 
room, my heartbeat quickening. | guess | 
knew what was about to happen, but | felt 
powerless to do anything about it. He 
dropped his swim trunks to the floor and 
looked at me with a sweet smile, His organ 
was huge, and | felt a thousand needles of 
excitement piercing my skin, | became 
very excited. He walked over to me and 
placed a large hand on my chest. "I'm gay,” 
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he said in a quiet tone, “and I'd like to make 
love to you,” Again, disbelieving what | was 
doing, | found myself nodding my head 
and saying yes 

He gently loosened the togs of my swim- 
suit and pulled them down and then smiled, 
gazing at my body, "You're a little guy, but 
you'll do nicely." he told me. Then | said, still 
in a daze, “Pick me up, John, and hold me 
over your head.” He obeyed, and then he 
did what I'll never forget as long as | live 
gently, he began to lower me down to his 
mouth. He took my already throbbing cock 
and proceeded to give me a blowjob that 
would make a lot of my girl friends blush 
There | was, held like a small boy over his 
head, suspended in midair while he 
sucked me off. | wiggled and squirmed 
with ecstasy. "That's okay, little man, that's 
okay,” he kept saying. | wasn't frightened at 
the idea of being dropped, because he 
had such a powerful grip on me, and | felt 
secure in his strength 

He held me high over his head for what 
seemed like hours, and | thrilled at his 
strength. We were both enjoying each other 
and | never wanted him to put me down 
After | came in his mouth, he carefully put 
me down and kissed my forehead. All 
throughout this orgasm, not five words were 
spoken. | wanted so much to suck his terrific 
cock—and | soon got my chance 

He carried me over to the bed and lay me 
down. He then knelt at the bedside and 
began another blowjob. So carefully he 
sucked, as he ran his big hands up and 
down my chest, legs and arms. “Oh, John 

. oh John," | moaned in delight, “fuck 
me—oh God, fuck me!" 

With that he climbed over on top of me, 
missionary position, and thrust his huge 
cock up my ass. He pumped with such 
force that | thought he would kill me. and he 
came with such force that it felt as if a water 
hose had been turned on inside me. What a 
powerful man he was! | was completely 
awed by his tremendous size and incredi- 
ble strength 

Afterward he got up, turned on the 
shower, and bathed. | lay on the bed, 
exhausted, with come running out of my 
ass hole, When he got back to bed. | glee- 
fully jumped on top of his large, warm body, 
all inhibitions aside, | French-kissed him for 
all | was worth. | felt like a schoolgirl on my 
first date. In fact, all night | assumed the 
female role, making John the aggressor 
And he was. | returned the favor of a blow- 
job shortly after that, drowning myself in his 
thick, creamy come. Finally, | fell asleep 

The next morning we fucked again until 
10:00 AM. Then | went to my room. show- 
ered, and checked out, my heart pounding 
with joy. Now | Know what it’s like to be a girl 
captivated by an aggressive man.—Name 
and address withheld O+— 
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LUST AMONG THE RERUNS 


BILLY CARTER 


The success of Proposition 13 was merely the latest indication that 
there is a growing revolution in this country, a thoroughly bloodless and legal one 
Called the new populism (alias pure democracy), it is a process in which voters vote 
directly on issues, not on the politicians who may or may not do their bidding The 
new populism doesn't seek to use the power of government but to replace it Pure 
fantasy? According to author Karl Hess, twenty-two states and the District of 
Columbia already permit direct legislation by voters. It's the ultimate American 
dream, and it may soon come true. 


He's a one-man sideshow who has used his brother's name to hustle 
up more than $200,000 a year—roughly what Jimmy Carter earns for running the 
country. Billy loves his brother, of course, but he's also fond of Nixon, Wallace 
cursing, drinking, and fighting. Joseph Treaster interviewed the president's “baby 
brother” for Penthouse and found that the nation’s number-one red-neck is a pretty 
shrewd operator—who, like his smiling older brother—is more complex than he 
seems. 


Nick Tosches tells us that television is an integral part of 
sex, whether we're doing it because of—or despite—the images on the screen 
Here he surveys some old and new television shows and rates their lascivious 
content—an outrageous TV misGuided. Some people may channel their sex drive, 
but Tosches finds sex on every channel: the teacher's thighs in “Ding-Dong 
School,” the ding-dong's breasts in “Charlie's Angels,” the icy appeal of “The 
Addams Family's” Morticia, the potentially mortal sinfulness of the nubile “Flying 
Nun”... No wonder they call it the boob tube! 


] The shah of Iran's absolute control over 35 million Iranians has 
been praised by President Carter as a "stabilizing influence.” Yet hundreds ot 
thousands of political dissidents have been jailed, tortured, and sometimes even 
executed simply for disagreeing with him. In the February Penthouse author Robert 
Sherrill reports that Shah Mohammad-Reza Pahlavi is a creation of the ubiquitous 
ClA and that his empire was rebuilt at the bidding of the major oil companies Sherrill 
explains how this situation came to be and predicts that together the shah and 
President Carter will take us to war in the Middle East. 


he C “Lose your dream,” said Aldous Huxley, “and you will lose your 
mind.” This 1s the theme explored in “The Dreamer,” an exotically lyrical science- 
fiction tale by William Hjortsberg, who is the author of the highly acclaimed novels 
Alp, Gray Matters, and Falling Angel. The tale’s hero, 105-year-old writer Par Sondak 
(in perfect health), entertains his fans, not with written words, but with his dreams. A 
writer's: imaginings, however, can turn into a nightmare when he becomes the 
character he dreams about. 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 84 
association, Foster Kennedy advocated 
legislation that would permit the killing of 
incurably retarded five-year-old children, 
‘the utterly unfit,” to relieve them of "the 
agony of living" and to save their parents 
from expense and mental anguish. “So the 
place for euthanasia, | believe, is for the 
completely hopeless defective: natures 
mistake, something we hustle out of sight, 
which should never have been seen at all.” 

In rebuttal, Leo Kanner, a well-known 
child psychiatrist, came out against 
euthanasia but in favor of sterilization 
Then, in an unsigned commentary entitled 
“Euthanasia,” the two articles are com- 
pared. The editors of the Journal of the 
American Psychiatric Association do not 
raise the ethical issue of “murder.” The 
word kill is not used. Instead we hear about 
“disposal by euthanasia," “merciful pas- 
sage from life,” "a method of disposal "and 
even facetiously, “a lethal finis to the painful 
chapter.” But the editors were aware that, 
with or without euphemisms, the American 
public might respond with outrage and 
many parents with “guilt.” So the editors of 
this august psychiatric journal suggested 
both a public educational campaign to 
overcome resistance to medical murder 
and psychiatric interventions to relieve pa- 
rental guilt 

Ernst Rudin was very sensitive to the 
opinions of his international colleagues in 
psychiatry. In 1940 he could boast, “Not 
only at home but abroad as well, voices are 
heard which congratulate the German 
Reich" on its sterilization policies. It must 
have warmed his heart, two years later, to 
hear voices raised in support of medical 
murder within no less a body than the Ameri- 
can Psychiatric Association 

Psychiatry bears a large share of the re- 
sponsibility for the programs of mass 
sterilization and mass murder within Nazi 
Germany. Both English and American psy- 
chiatry must acknowledge their roles in es- 
tablishing the attitudes that led to these 
slaughters and in encouraging the first 
stages of Hitler's implementation of 
eugenic psychiatry on a grand scale. 
Within Germany itself psychiatrists pro- 
vided the first ideological justification for 
systematic, organized murder and then set 
the example by murdering from 200,000 to 
300,000 mental patients. Psychiatry devel- 
oped the technology for mass murder in 
extermination camps with gas chambers 
and crematoriums, and psychiatry went on 
to teach the SS killers how to carry out their 
tasks. Moreover, psychiatrists selected the 
first groups of Jews for the slaughter by 
using official “euthanasia” forms and killed 
them in psychiatric extermination centers. 

Meanwhile, English and American psy- 
chiatrists either ignored what was going on 
or. in extreme instances, explicity sup- 
ported medical murder. Without psychiatry 
the mass murders in Nazi Germany might 
never have taken place. O+—7— 
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